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THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 



CHAPTER I. 

The auditorium of the Italian Opera House at Ber- 
lin, which was built during the earlier years of the 
reign of Frederick the Great, was in his time one of 
the handsomest in Europe. Admission to it was free, 
the performances being paid for by the king. Tickets, 
however, were required, for all the boxes had their 
fixed destination : in one place the princes and prin- 
cesses of the royal family, in another, the diplomatic 
corps ; here distinguished travellers, there the acade- 
micians, somewhere else the generals ; everywhere, in 
short, were the family of the king, the household of 
the king, the dependants and proteges of the king, 
and yet no one could complain, for theatre and 
actors were all the king's. There remained for the 
good citizens of the good town of Berlin a small 
part of the pit, for the greater portion was occupied 
by soldiers, each regiment having the right to send 
a certain number of men nightly. Instead of the 
gay, impressionable and intelligent public of Paris, 
the actors had before their eyes a pit full of " six- 
foot heroes," as Voltaire calls them, wearing tall 
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2 THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 

caps, and most of them surmounted by their wives, 
whom they carried upon their shoulders, forming 
altogether a somewhat brutal assemblage, smelling 
strongly of tobacco and brandy, understanding noth- 
ing whatever, staring stupidly, afraid to applaud or 
to hiss, out of respect for their orders, and neverthe- 
less making a great deal of noise by their continual 
movement. 

There were behind these gentry two rows of boxes 
from which the spectators could neither hear nor see 
anything ; but their occupants were obliged, as a mat- 
ter of propriety, to be present regularly at the per- 
formances which his majesty had the munificence to 
provide for them. His majesty himself was never 
absent. It was a way of keeping beneath his eye, 
in military fashion, the many members of his family 
and the restless swarm of his courtiers. His father, 
Frederick William, had set him the example of this 
in an ill-built theatre, where, before a company of 
wretched German actors, the royal family and the 
court shivered wearily through the winter evenings, 
and bore their drenchings from the rain without a 
murmur, while the king slept. Frederick had suf- 
fered from this domestic tyranny, he had cursed it, 
he had submitted to it, and when he in his turn had 
become master, had soon revived it, along with many 
other customs much more despotic and cruel, the 
excellence of which he recognized so soon as he was 
the only one in his kingdom who did not suffer from 
them. 
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THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 3 

Still, no one dared to find fault. The house was 
superb, the operas were richly mounted, the artists 
were remarkable, and the king, who almost always 
stood in the orchestra near the footlights, with his 
glass turned upon the stage, set the example of a 
tireless enthusiasm. 

Every one knows the praise which Voltaire, during 
the early part of his residence at Berlin, lavished 
upon the splendours of the court of the " Solomon 
of the North." Disdained by Louis XV., neglected 
by his protector, Madame de Pompadour, persecuted 
by the Jesuits, and hissed at the Theatre- Francais, 
he had come, in a moment of disgust, to enjoy hon- 
ours, emoluments, the title of chamberlain, a grand 
cross and, what was more flattering in his eyes than 
all the rest, the intimate friendship of a philosopher- 
king. Like a great baby, the great Voltaire was in a 
huff with France, and fancied that he was making his 
ungrateful countrymen die with annoyance. He was 
consequently a little intoxicated with his new glory 
when he wrote that Berlin was quite as good as Ver- 
sailles, that the opera of " Phaeton " was the finest 
thing that could be seen, and that the prima-donna 
had the most beautiful voice in Europe. 

However, at the period when we resume our story 
(and, to save our readers trouble, we will inform 
them that nearly a year had elapsed since Con- 
suelo's last adventures), as winter was beginning to 
be felt at Berlin in all its sharpness, and as the great 
king had shown himself a little in his true light, 
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4 THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 

Voltaire was rapidly losing his illusions in regard to 
Prussia. He was there in his box, between d'Argens 
and La Mettrie, no longer pretending to like music, 
which he had never understood any more than he 
had real poetry. He had a pain in his stomach, and 
he thought mournfully of that fiery and ungrateful 
public of Paris, whose resistance had been so bitter 
to him, whose applause had been so sweet, and con- 
tact with whom, in a word, had stirred him so terri- 
bly that he had sworn never to expose himself to it, 
although he could not help thinking of it without 
ceasing, and working for it without rest. 

Yet that evening the performance was excellent. 
It was carnival time; the whole royal family, even 
the margravines married at the other end of Ger- 
many, were assembled at Berlin. "Titus," by Metas- 
tasio and Hasse, was being performed, and the two 
principal artists of the Italian company, Porporino 
and Porporina, filled the two principal roles. 

If our readers will make a slight effort of memory, 
they will recollect that these two persons were not 
husband and wife, as their pseudonyms would seem 
to indicate, but that the former was Signor Uberti, an 
excellent contralto, and the latter the gypsy Consuelo, 
an admirable singer, both pupils of the famous Por- 
pora, who, in accordance with the Italian custom of 
the time, had allowed them to assume the illustrious 
name of their master. 

It must be confessed that the Signora Porporina 
did not sing in Prussia with all the dash of which she 
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had felt herself capable in better days. The limpid 
contralto of her companion rose confidently beneath 
the roof of the Berlin opera, secure in an assured 
future, the habit of an unqualified success, and an 
invariable salary of fifteen thousand francs for two 
months' work. But the poor Zingarella, perhaps more 
romantic, certainly more indifferent to money, and 
less accustomed to the icy chillness of the North and 
of an audience composed of Prussian corporals, did 
not find herself in the least stimulated, and sang with 
that conscientious and perfect method which affords 
no hold to criticism, but is not sufficient to create 
enthusiasm. The enthusiasm of a dramatic artist and 
that of an audience cannot exist independently of 
each other, and there was no enthusiasm in Berlin 
during the glorious reign of Frederick the Great. 
Regularity, obedience and what was called " reason " 
in the eighteenth century, and especially in Frederick's 
household, were the only virtues which could blossom 
in this atmosphere weighed and measured by the 
hand of the king. In every assemblage over which 
he presided, no one whispered or breathed but as the 
king was graciously pleased to permit him. In all 
this crowd of spectators there was but one free to 
give himself up to his impressions, — the king. He 
alone was the whole audience; and though he was 
a good musician and loved music, all his faculties 
and tastes were controlled by so icy a logic that 
the royal glass, fixed upon the singer's every gesture 
and, one would have said, upon every inflection of 
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6 THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 

her voice, paralyzed her completely instead of ani- 
mating her. 

It was fortunate for her, indeed, that this painful 
fascination exerted its power over her. The slightest 
particle of inspiration, the least outburst of unex- 
pected enthusiasm, would probably have scandalized 
the king and the court ; whereas learned and difficult 
fioriture, executed with an irreproachably pure mech- 
anism, delighted the king, the court and Voltaire. 
Voltaire wrote, as every one knows, "Italian music 
is superior to French, for it is more florid, and a 
difficulty overcome is at least something." It was 
thus that Voltaire understood art. He might have 
said, like a wit of our own time, who was asked if 
he liked music, " It does not precisely annoy me." 

Everything was going smoothly and the opera was 
drawing near its close without any contretemps. The 
king was well satisfied, and from time to time would 
turn towards the conductor to nod his approval. He 
was even preparing to applaud Porporina at the end 
of her cavatina, as he was wont to have the goodness 
to do in person, and always judiciously, when, from 
some inexplicable caprice, the singer stopped short in 
the middle of a brilliant roulade in which she had 
never failed, fixed her staring eyes upon a distant 
corner of the building, clasped her hands as she 
cried, " O Heavens ! " and, fainting, fell at full length 
upon the stage. Porporino hastened to raise her ; he 
was obliged to carry her into the wings, and a buzz of 
questions, remarks and comments arose in the theatre. 
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During this excitement the king called out to the 
tenor, who remained upon the stage, and under 
cover of the noise, which drowned his voice, said in 
his quick and imperious tone, — 

" Well, what is the matter? What does this mean? 
Conciolini, do you go and see ; make haste ! " 

Conciolini came back in a few moments, and 
bending respectfully over the footlights near where 
the king still leaned, said, — 

"Sire, Signora Porporina is lying like one dead. 
They fear that she cannot go on with the opera." 

" Nonsense ! " said the king, shrugging his shoulders ; 
" let them give her a glass of water and make her in- 
hale something, so that you can get it over as soon as 
possible." 

The sopranist, who had no desire to irritate the 
king and receive a public outburst of ill-humour, 
scurried behind the scenes like a rat, the king began 
a lively conversation with the conductor of the or- 
chestra and the musicians, while that part of the 
audience which took much more interest in the king's 
temper than in poor Porporina, made frantic but 
ineffectual efforts to catch their master's words. 

Baron Pollnitz, grand chamberlain of the king and 
director of the theatres, soon came to report to his 
majesty concerning the situation. With Frederick 
there was none of that dignified ceremony which im- 
presses an independent and powerful public. The 
king was at home everywhere, the performance be- 
longed to him, and was for his amusement. No one 
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was surprised to see him become the principal actor 
in this unexpected interlude. 

" Well, what is it, baron ? " said he, loud enough to 
be heard by a portion of the orchestra; "will this 
soon be over? It is ridiculous! Have you not a 
physician behind the scenes? You ought always to 
have one upon the stage." 

" Sire, the physician is there. He dares not bleed 
the singer, for fear of weakening her, and preventing 
her from continuing her part. Still, he will be obliged 
to do so, if she does not revive." 

" Then it is serious? It is not a pretence? " 

" Sire, it seems to me very serious." 

" In that case have the curtain lowered, and let us 
go ; or rather, have Porporino come and sing us some- 
thing as a compensation, and that our evening may 
not close with a disaster." 

Porporino obeyed and sang his pieces admirably. 
The king clapped his hands, the audience followed 
suit, and the performance was ended. A minute 
later, while the court and the town were going out, 
the king was upon the stage, and had Pollnitz conduct 
him to the prima-donna's dressing-room. 

An actress who is taken ill upon the stage is not 
pitied by every audience as she deserves. In general, 
however the idol may be adored, there is so much 
selfishness in the enjoyment of the dilettante, that he 
is much more irritated at losing a part of it by the 
interruption of the performance than touched by the 
suffering and distress of the victim. Some " femmes 
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sensibles," as they used then to be called, deplored 
the accident of the evening somewhat thus : — 

" Poor child ! she must have had a bit of phlegm 
in her throat when she came to her trill, and, for 
fear of failing in it, preferred to be ill." 

" I should rather believe that she was not sham- 
ming," said a still more tender woman. "No one 
who is not really ill falls so heavily as that." 

" Ah ! who knows, my dear," replied the first. 
" When one is a great actress one can fall as one likes 
without fear of hurting one's self. It produces such a 
good effect upon the public ! " 

"What the devil was the matter with Porporina 
this evening, that she made such a scene ? " said La 
Mettrie to the Marquis d'Argens, in another part of 
the vestibule, where the fashionables were jostling 
each other on their way out. " Has her lover been 
beating her?" 

" Do not speak so of a charming and virtuous girl," 
replied the marquis. " She has no lover, and if she 
had she would not deserve to be maltreated by him, 
unless he were the meanest of men." 

" Ah ! I beg your pardon, marquis. I forgot that 
I was speaking to the champion of all theatrical 
damsels, past, present and future. By the way, how 
is Mademoiselle Cochois? " 

" My dear child," said, at the same moment, Prin- 
cess Amelia of Prussia, sister of the king and Abbess 
of Quedlinburg, to her confidante in ordinary, the 
beautiful Countess Kleist, as she was returning in her 
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carriage to the palace, "did you observe how agitated 
my brother was during this evening's adventure? " 

" No, madam," replied Madame de Maupertuis, the 
grand governess of the princess, an excellent person, 
very simple and very absent-minded ; " I did not 
observe it." 

" Pshaw ! I was not speaking to you," returned 
the princess in that sharp and decided tone which 
sometimes gave her so great a resemblance to Fred- 
erick ; " do you ever observe anything? Come ! look 
at the stars now ; I have something to say to Kleist 
which I do not wish you to hear." 

Madame de Maupertuis conscientiously closed her 
ears, and the princess, leaning towards Madame 
von Kleist, who sat opposite to her, continued as 
follows : — 

" You may say what you like ; it seems to me that 
for the first time in fifteen or perhaps twenty years — 
since I have been old enough to observe and under- 
stand — the king is in love." 

" Your royal highness said the same thing last year 
in regard to Mademoiselle Barberini, yet his majesty 
never thought of her." 

"Never thought of her! You are mistaken, my 
child. He thought so much of her that when young 
Chancellor Coccei made her his wife, my brother was 
torn for three days by the finest fit of suppressed rage 
that he ever had in his life." 

"Your highness knows very well that his majesty 
cannot tolerate misalliances." 
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"Yes, that is what they term marriages for love. 
Misalliances ! Ah ! the terrible word ; void of mean- 
ing, like all words which govern the world and 
tyrannize over individuals ! " 

The princess heaved a great sigh, and passing rap- 
idly from one frame of mind to another, as she was 
wont to do, said ironically and impatiently to the 
grand governess, — 

" Maupertuis, you are listening to us ! You are 
not looking at the stars, as I ordered you. It is well 
worth while, is it not, to be the wife of so great a 
savant, and then to listen to the nonsense of two 
madcaps like Kleist and me? Yes, I tell you," she 
resumed, addressing her favourite, " that the king had 
a fancy for this Barberini. I know, on good authority, 
that he often went to take tea, with Jordan and Cha- 
zols, in her apartments, after the performance, and 
that she has even been more than once at the suppers 
at Sans Souci, though such a thing had never before 
been heard of at Potsdam. Shall I tell you something 
more? She lived there, she had an apartment there 
for weeks and perhaps months at a time. You see 
that I know well enough what is going on, and that 
my brother's air of mystery does not deceive me." 

"Since your royal highness is so well informed, 
you must know that for reasons — of state, which it is 
not for me to surmise — the king has sometimes wished 
to cause people to believe that he was not so austere 
as they supposed, although in point of fact " — 

" Although in point of fact Frederick has never loved 
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any woman, not even his wife, as is said and as it 
would appear? Well, I, for one, do not believe in this 
virtue, still less in this coldness. Frederick has always 
been a hypocrite, you see. But he will never convince 
me that Mademoiselle Barberini lived in his palace 
only to make a pretence of being his mistress. She is 
beautiful as an angel, clever as a demon, well educated, 
and speaks I don't know how many languages." 

" She is very virtuous and adores her husband." 

" And her husband adores her all the more because 
it is a frightful misalliance, does he not, Kleist ? Come, 
you will not reply to me? I suspect you, noble 
widow, of contemplating one with some poor page, 
or some struggling bachelor of sciences." 

"And your highness would like to see a senti- 
mental misalliance between the king and one of the 
young ladies of the opera? " 

" Ah ! with Porporina the affair would be more 
probable and the distance less appalling. I imagine 
that on the stage, as at court, there is a hierarchy, for 
that prejudice is the fancy and the disease of the 
human race. A singer ought to respect herself much 
more than a dancer ; and besides, they say that this 
Porporina has still more cleverness, education and 
grace than Barberini, and that she even knows more 
languages. To speak languages which he does not 
know is my brother's mania. And besides, there is 
music, which he pretends to like also, although he 
knows nothing about it ; that is another point of con- 
tact with our prima-donna. Moreover, she also goes 
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to Potsdam in the summer, she has the apartment 
which Barberini occupied at the new Sans Souci, and 
she sings in the king's private concerts. Is not that 
enough to prove my conjecture true? " 

" Your highness flatters yourself in vain that you 
have discovered a weakness in the life of our great 
prince. This is all done too openly and too gravely 
for love to have any place in it." 

" Love, no ; Frederick does not know what love is. 
But a certain attraction, a little intrigue, every one 
whispers that ; you cannot deny it." 

" No one believes it, madam. They say that the 
king, to get rid of his ennui, endeavours to amuse him- 
self with an actress's chatter and her pretty roulades ; 
but that after a quarter of an hour of talk and rou- 
lades, he says to her, as he would say to one of his 
secretaries, ' That is enough for to-day ; if I wish to 
have you to-morrow you will be notified.' " 

" That is not gallant. If he made love to Madame 
Coccei in this way, I am not surprised that she could 
not endure him. Do they say that this Porporina is 
equally reserved with him ? " 

"They say that she is perfectly modest, well-be- 
haved, timid and sad." 

"Well, that would be the best way to catch the 
king's fancy. Perhaps she is very adroit. If she only 
were so, and we could trust her ! " 

"Trust nobody, madam, I beg of you, not even 
Madame de Maupertuis, who is sleeping so soundly 
now." 
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"Let her snore on. Awake or asleep, she is 
equally stupid. All the same, Kleist, I should like 
to know this Porporina, and to see if anything can 
be done with her. I regret exceedingly that I did 
not receive her when the king proposed to bring her 
to me some morning to have a little music. You 
know that I had a prejudice against her." 

" Which was unfounded, I am sure. It was quite 
impossible " — 

" Ah, let that be as God wills ! Grief and terror 
have borne so heavily upon me during the last year 
that lesser cares have gone from my mind. I should 
like to see this girl. Who knows whether she might 
not obtain from Frederick what we are imploring in 
vain? I have fancied so for some days, and as I 
think of nothing but — you know what — when I 
saw Frederick disturbed and anxious about her this 
evening, I was confirmed in the idea that in her there 
was a door of salvation." 

"Your highness should take care; the danger is 
great." 

" You are always saying that ; I am more distrust- 
ful and prudent than you. Well, I must think about 
it. Waken my dear governess ; here we are." 
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CHAPTER II. 

While the young and beautiful abbess ' was mairing 
her comments, the king entered Porporina's dressing- 
room without knocking, as she was beginning to 
recover her senses. 

"Well, mademoiselle, ,, said he, in a tone which 
displayed little pity, and, indeed, little politeness, 
"how do you feel? Are you subject to such acci- 
dents as this ? It would be a serious disadvantage in 
your profession. Have you experienced any annoy- 
ance? Are you so ill that you cannot reply? Do 
you reply, sir," said he to the physician who was 
attending the singer ; " is she seriously ill? " 

" Yes, sire," replied the physician, " her pulse is 
hardly perceptible. There is great disturbance of 
the circulation, and all the vital functions are, so to 
speak, suspended ; her skin is icy." 

"True," said the king, taking the young girFs hand 
in his own ; " her eye is fixed and her lips discoloured. 
Give her some Hoffman's drops ! I was afraid that 
it was a bit of acting, but I was mistaken. This 
girl is very ill. She is neither bad nor capricious, is 

1 It is well known that Frederick bestowed abbeys, canonries and 
bishoprics upon his Protestant favourites, officers and relatives. The 
Princess Amelia, having obstinately refused to marry, had been en. 
dowed by him with the abbey of Quedlinburg, a royal benefice which 
produced an income of a hundred thousand francs, and the title of 
which she bore after the fashion of Catholic canonesses. 
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she, Signor Porporino? No one has annoyed her 
this evening? No one has had reason to complain 
of her?" 

"Sire, she is not an actress," replied Porporino, 
"she is an angel." 

" Nothing but that? Are you in love with her?" 

" No, sire, I respect her infinitely ; I regard her 
as my sister." 

" Thanks to you two, and to God, who no longer 
damns actors, my theatre will become a school of 
virtue. Ah ! now she is coming to a little. Porpo- 
rina, do you not know me ? " 

"No, sir," replied Porporina, looking with a 
frightened air at the king, who was slapping the 
palms of her hands. 

" Perhaps her brain is disturbed," said the king ; 
"you have never noticed that she was epileptic? " 

" Oh ! never, sire ; it would be frightful," replied 
Porporino, wounded by the brutal manner in which 
the king spoke about so interesting a person. 

" Oh ! wait a moment, do not bleed her," said the 
king, repulsing the physician, who wished to make 
use of his lancet ; " I do not like to see innocent 
blood flowing save on a field of battle. You doctors 
are not warriors, you are assassins. Let her alone ; 
give her air. Porporino, do not allow them to bleed 
her; it might kill her. These gentlemen know 
nothing. I intrust her to you. Take her home in 
your carriage, Pollnitz; you will answer for her. 
She is the greatest singer that we have had, and we 
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may not easily find another like her. By the way, 
what do you sing for me to-morrow, Signor Concio- 
lini?" 

The king went down the stairs with the tenor, talking 
of something else, and departed to take his place at 
supper with Voltaire, La Mettrie, d'Argens, Algarotti 
and General Quintus Icilius. 

Frederick was hard, violent and profoundly selfish ; 
but still he was generous and good, even tender and 
affectionate at times. This is no paradox. Every- 
body knows the character, at once terrible and seduc- 
tive, of this many-sided man, whose organization was 
complicated and full of contrasts, like all powerful 
natures, especially when they are invested with su- 
preme power, and an active life develops them in 
every direction. 

As he supped, mocking and chatting with bitterness 
and grace, with brutality and acuteness, among these 
dear friends whom he did not love, and these admira- 
ble wits whom he admired but little, Frederick sud- 
denly became thoughtful, and, rising after a few 
moments' reflection, said to his guests : — 

" Go on talking ; I shall hear you." 

With that he went into the next room, took his hat 
and sword, motioned to a page to follow him, and 
plunged into the deep passages and mysterious stair- 
ways of his old palace, while his guests, thinking him 
still near them, measured their words, and dared say 
nothing which he might not hear. As for that, how- 
ever, they were so afraid of one another, and with 
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good reason, that no matter where upon Prussian 
territory they might be, they always felt the terrible 
and dangerous phantom of Frederick hovering over 
them. 

La Mettrie, a physician rarely consulted and a 
reader rarely listened to by the king, was the only one 
who knew no fear and inspired it in no one. He was 
looked upon as wholly inoffensive, and he had dis- 
covered a means of keeping any one from injuring 
him. This was to commit such impertinences, follies 
and madnesses in the king's presence that it would 
have been impossible to imagine anything worse, and 
no enemy, no tale-bearer could have ascribed to him 
a fault with which he would not openly and boldly 
have charged himself to the king. He appeared to 
take literally the philosophy of equality which the 
king affected in his private life with the seven or eight 
persons whom he honoured with his intimacy. At this 
period, about ten years after he ascended the throne, 
Frederick had not altogether laid aside the affability 
of the prince royal, the bold philosopher of the Re- 
musberg. Those who knew him did not trust to 
it. Voltaire, the most spoiled of all, and the latest 
arrival, was beginning to be uneasy, and to see the 
tyrant beneath the good prince, the Dionysius beneath 
the Marcus Aurelius. But La Mettrie, whether from 
unexampled frankness or profound calculation, treated 
the king with as little consideration as the king had 
pretended to wish. He took off his cravat, his wig, 
even his shoes, in the royal apartments, .stretched him- 
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self at full length upon the sofas, talked frankly to 
him, contradicted him openly, spoke boldly of the 
little importance attaching to the greatness of this 
world, to royalty as well as to religion and all the 
other prejudices broken down by the Reason of the 
day; in short, behaved like a real cynic, and gave 
such frequent cause for disgrace and dismissal that it 
was a miracle to see him still erect, when so many 
others had been overthrown and broken for trifling 
peccadilloes. But with suspicious and distrustful char- 
acters like that of Frederick, a disloyal speech, re- 
peated by an informer, an appearance of hypocrisy, 
or a trifling doubt, creates a stronger impression than 
a thousand imprudences. Frederick considered La 
Mettrie a madman, and would often stop before him, 
petrified with astonishment, saying : — 

" There is a brute whose impudence is positively 
scandalous." Then he would add, aside, " But he is 
sincere, and does not speak and think of me in two 
different ways. He cannot abuse me more behind 
my back than he does to my face ; whereas all the 
others, who are at my feet, — what do they not say 
and think when I turn from them, and they raise their 
heads? Consequently, La Mettrie is the most honest 
man that I possess, and I ought to endure him, all the 
more because he is unendurable." 

All this, consequently, became habitual. La Met- 
trie could never now offend the king, and even suc- 
ceeded in making him consider amusing things which 
would have been revolting in any one else. While 
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Voltaire had adopted from the first a system of adula- 
tion which it was impossible to maintain, and with which 
he was beginning to be strangely wearied and disgusted, 
the cynical La Mettrie went his way, amused himself 
in his own fashion, was as much at his ease with 
Frederick as with any one else, did not find himself 
under the necessity of cursing and overthrowing an 
idol to which he had never sacrificed or vowed any- 
thing. It resulted from this condition of his mind 
that Frederick, who was beginning to weary even of 
Voltaire, always enjoyed himself heartily with La Met- 
trie, and could hardly get on without him, because he 
was, on his part, the only one who made no pretence 
of enjoying himself with the king. 

The Marquis d'Argens, a chamberlain with a salary 
of six thousand francs (the first chamberlain, Vol- 
taire, received twenty thousand), was a frivolous 
philosopher, a glib and superficial writer, a true 
Frenchman of his period, good-hearted, scatter- 
brained, a libertine, sentimental, at once brave and 
effeminate, clever, generous and mocking ; a man of 
middle age, romantic as a lad and sceptical as an old 
man. Having spent his whole youth with actresses, 
by turns deceiver and deceived, always madly in" love 
with his latest flame, he had at last secretly married 
Mademoiselle Cochois, the leading actress of the 
Com6die Francaise at Berlin, a very ugly but very in- 
telligent woman, whom he had amused himself with 
educating. Frederick was still ignorant of this mys- 
terious union, and d'Argens took good care not to 
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reveal it to any one who could betray him. Voltaire, 
however, was in his confidence. D'Argens sincerely 
loved the king, but was loved by him no more than 
the others. Frederick did not believe in the affection 
of any one, and poor d'Argens was now the accom- 
plice, now the butt, of his most cruel railleries. 

The colonel decorated by Frederick with the em- 
phatic surname of Quintus Icilius was a Frenchman 
by birth, named Guichard, a vigorous soldier and an 
excellent tactician, a great plunderer, withal, like all of 
his kind, and a courtier in every sense of the word. 

We will say nothing of Algarotti, that we may not 
weary the reader with a gallery of historical portraits. 
It will be enough for us to indicate the frame of mind 
of Frederick's guests, and we have already said that 
instead of feeling relieved of the secret restraint which 
pressed upon them, they felt yet more ill at ease, and 
could not say a word without looking at the half- 
opened door by which the king had gone out, and 
from behind which he might be watching them. 

La Mettrie was the only exception, and observing 
that the service of the table was greatly neglected in 
the absence of the king, he cried, — 

" Egad ! I think the master of the house very ill- 
bred to allow us to lack servants and champagne, and 
I shall go to see if he is inside there, to complain to 
him." 

He rose, went without fear of intruding into the 
king's room, and came back exclaiming, — 

" No one ! That is a good joke ! As likely as not 
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he has mounted his horse and gone on a torch- light 
inspection to improve his digestion. What a queer 
devil ! " 

" It is you who are a queer devil ! " said Quintus 
Icilius, who could never become accustomed to La 
Mettrie's strange manners. 

"So the king has gone out?" said Voltaire, begin- 
ning to breathe more freely. 

" Yes, the king has gone out," said Baron Pollnitz, 
coming in. " I just met him in a back court with no 
escort but a page. He had assumed his grand incog- 
nito and put on his slate-coloured cloak, so I did not 
recognize him in the least." 

We must say a word about this third chamberlain 
who had just come in, otherwise the reader will not 
understand how anyone but La Mettrie could venture 
to speak so lightly of the master. Pollnitz, whose age 
was as problematical as his salary and his duties, was 
that Prussian baron, that roue of the regency, who 
shone in his youth at the court of Madame Palatine, 
the mother of the Duke of Orleans, that reckless gam- 
bler whose debts the King of Prussia would no longer 
pay, a great adventurer, a cynical libertine, a thorough 
spy, a little of a swindler, a brazen courtier, fed, 
chained and despised, mocked and very ill paid by 
his master, who, nevertheless, could not get on without 
him, because an absolute ruler always needs to have 
at hand a man capable of doing the meanest action 5, 
while finding in them a compensation for his humili- 
ations and the necessity of his existence. Besides 
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this, Pollnitz was, at that period, the director of his 
majesty's theatres, — a sort of master of the revels. 
He was already called old Pollnitz, as he was termed 
thirty years later. He was an eternal courtier. He 
had been a page to the last king. He united to the 
refined vices of the regency the cynical brutality of 
the tobacco-club of Frederick William and the imper- 
tinent stiffness of the intellectual and military reign of 
Frederick the Great. His favour with the latter being 
a chronic condition of disgrace, he cared litde about 
losing it ; and besides, as he always made a practice 
of provoking others to dangerous indiscretions, he was 
really not afraid that any one could do him an ill turn 
with the master who employed him. 

"By Jove, my dear baron," cried La Mettrie, 
"you ought to have followed the king, that you 
might have told us of his adventures afterwards. 
We would have made him swear on his return by 
telling him how, without leaving the table, we had 
witnessed everything that he said and did." 

"Still better," said Pollnitz, laughing, "we would 
have told it only to-morrow, and we would have laid 
the divination to the charge of the soothsayer." 

"What soothsayer?" asked Voltaire. 

" The famous Count Saint Germain, who has been 
here since this morning." 

" Indeed? I am very curious to know whether he 
is a charlatan or a madman." 

" And that is the difficulty," said La Mettrie. " He 
conceals his game so well that nobody can tell." 
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" And that is not so much like a madman/' said 
Algarotti. 

" Tell me about Frederick," said La Mettrie. " I 
wish to pique his curiosity by a good story, that he 
may entertain us at supper one of these days with 
Saint Germain and his adventures before the flood. 
That will amuse me. Come 1 where can our dear 
king be now? Baron, you must know. You are too 
curious not to have followed him, or too clever not to 
have guessed." 

"Would you like me to tell you? " said Pollnitz. 

" I hope, sir," said Quintus, becoming purple with 
indignation, " that you will not reply to the strange 
questions of M. La Mettrie. If his majesty" — 

"Oh! my dear fellow," said La Mettrie, "there 
is no majesty here from ten o'clock at night till two 
in the morning. Frederick has decreed it once for 
all, and the only law I know is that ' there is no king 
at supper.' Do you not see that this poor king is 
bored, and will you not help him, bad servant and 
bad friend that you are, to forget, during the happy 
hours of the night, the burden of his greatness? 
Come, Pollnitz, dear baron, speak; where is the 
king?" 

" I do not wish to know," said Quintus, rising and 
leaving the table. 

" As you like," said Pollnitz. " Those who do not 
wish to hear may close their ears." 

" I open mine," said La Mettrie. 

" Egad ! so do I," said Algarotti, laughing. 
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" Gentlemen," said Pollnitz, "his majesty has gone 
to visit Signora Porporina." 

" A likely story ! " cried La Mettrie. 

And he added a phrase in Latin which I cannot 
translate, because I do not understand Latin. 

Quintus Icilius became pale and went out. Alga- 
rotti repeated an Italian sonnet, which I do not 
understand very well either, and Voltaire improvised 
a quatrain, comparing Frederick to Julius Caesar. 
After this the three erudite gentlemen looked at one 
another with a smile, and Pollnitz went on in a serious 
tone, — 

" I give you my word of honour that the king has 
gone to see Porporina." 

"Could you not tell us something else?" said 
d'Argens, who was inwardly disgusted with all this, 
because he was not a man to betray others that he 
might increase his own credit. 

" The devil, marquis ! When the king tells us that 
you have gone to see Mademoiselle Cochois, it does 
not shock us. Why should you be shocked because 
he is visiting Porporina?" 

"It ought to edify you, on the contrary," said 
Algarotti ; " and if it be true, I will go and tell it at 
Rome." 

" And his holiness, who is a bit of a wag," added 
Voltaire, "will make all sorts of pretty jokes about it." 

"About what will his holiness joke?" asked the 
king, appearing suddenly upon the threshold of the 
dining-room. 
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" About the loves of Frederick the Great and Por- 
porina of Venice," replied the unabashed La Mettrie. 

The king turned pale, and darted a terrible glance 
at his guests, who all turned more or less white, except 
La Mettrie. 

"What of it?" said the latter, calmly. "M. de 
Saint Germain predicted this evening at the opera 
that at the hour when Saturn should pass between 
Regulus and the Virgin, your majesty, followed by a 
page" — 

"Indeed? Who is this Count Saint Germain?" 
said the king, sitting down with the utmost coolness, 
and holding out his glass to La Mettrie, that he 
might fill it with champagne. 

They spoke of Saint Germain, and the storm was 
thus turned aside without an explosion. At the first 
shock, the impertinence of Pollnitz, who had be- 
trayed him, and the insolence of La Mettrie, who 
dared to tell of it, had put the king in a furious rage. 
But during the time that La Mettrie had taken to 
reply, Frederick had remembered that he had 
directed Pollnitz to gossip on a certain subject, and 
to make others talk at the first opportunity. He 
therefore recovered himself with that ease and self- 
control which he possessed in the highest degree, and 
nothing more was said about his nocturnal expedition 
than if it had not been noticed by any one. La Met- 
trie would have ventured to return to the charge if he 
had thought of it ; but the frivolity of his mind fol- 
lowed the new direction which Frederick gave it, and 
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it was thus that the king often controlled him. He 
treated him like a child who is about to break a mir- 
ror or jump from a window, and to whom one shows 
a plaything, in order to amuse him and divert him 
from his fancy. Every one made some criticism on 
the famous Count de Saint Germain, every one told 
an anecdote. Pollnitz asserted that he had seen him 
in France twenty years before, and added: — 

" I saw him again this morning, as little aged as if 
I had left him but yesterday. I recollect that one 
evening in France, hearing some one speak of the 
passion of Our Lord, he cried, in the most amusing 
fashion, with incredible seriousness, ' I told him he 
would end by getting into trouble with those wretched 
Jews 1 I even predicted pretty much everything that 
happened to him; but he would not listen to me. 
His zeal caused him to despise every danger. Con- 
sequently, his tragic end caused me a sorrow for which 
I shall never be consoled ! ' As he said this, that 
devil of a count really shed tears, and he came near 
making us weep also." 

" You are so good a Christian," said the king, "that 
it does not surprise me in you." 

Pollnitz had changed his religion three or four times, 
between morning and night, that he might apply for 
benefices and places with which the king had tempted 
him, as a joke. 

" Everybody has heard your story," said d'Argens 
to the baron, " and it is only a jest. I have heard 
better ones; and that which, to my mind, makes 
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this Count Saint Germain an interesting and remark- 
able person, is the quantity of new and ingenious 
interpretations by which he explains events in history 
which have remained very obscure problems. On 
whatever subject or period one questions him, one 
is surprised, they say, to see his knowledge of it, or 
to hear him invent a host of probable and interesting 
facts, which throw a new light upon the most myste- 
rious events." 

" If he says things which are probable," remarked 
Algarotti, " he must be a prodigiously learned man, 
and endowed with an extraordinary memory." 

"More than that," said the king; "learning will 
not suffice to explain history. This man must 
have a mighty intelligence and a deep comprehension 
of the human heart. It remains to be seen whether 
this noble organization has been perverted by the 
desire to play a strange part, by attributing to him- 
self an unending existence and a memory of events 
which occurred before his present life; or whether, 
in consequence of long studies and profound medita- 
tion, his mind has become unbalanced, and he is 
possessed of a monomania." 

"I can, at least," said Pollnitz, "assure your 
majesty of the sincerity and modesty of the man. He 
is not easily induced to speak of the marvellous things 
which he believes that he has witnessed. He knows 
that he has been considered a dreamer and a charla- 
tan, and he seems deeply affected by it, for now he 
refuses to converse about his supernatural powers." 
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"Well, sire, are you not dying to see and hear 
him?" said La Mettrie; "I am wild to." 

" How can you be curious about such a thing as 
that?" said the king. "The sight of madness is 
anything but amusing." 

" Granted, if it be madness ; but if it be not? " 

" Do you hear, gentlemen ? " returned Frederick. 
" Here is a doubter, the flower of atheists, taking a 
fancy for the marvellous, and already believing in the 
eternal existence of M. de Saint Germain ! How- 
ever, that ought not to astonish us, when we re- 
member that La Mettrie is afraid of death, thunder 
and ghosts." 

" As for the ghosts, that, I confess, is a weakness ; 
but as for thunder, and everything that causes death, 
I contend that it is reasonable and wise. Of what 
the devil, pray, should one be afraid, if not of that 
which threatens the safety of his life ? " 

" Bravo, Panurge ! " said Voltaire. 

" I return to my Saint Germain," La Mettrie went 
on ; " Master Pantagruel ought to invite him to sup 
with us to-morrow." 

"Not by any means," said the king. "You are 
mad enough as it is, my poor friend, and it would be 
enough for him to set foot in my house for all the 
superstitious imaginations, which abound about us, 
to fancy a thousand absurd stories which would 
go the rounds of Europe. Oh ! Reason, my dear 
Voltaire, may its kingdom come ! That is the prayer 
which we should utter night and morning." 
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" Reason ! Reason ! " said La Mettrie. " I think 
it seemly and beneficent when it serves to excuse 
and justify my passions, my vices, my appetites, give 
them what name you will. But when it troubles me, 
I beg to be at liberty to turn it out-of-doors. The 
devil ! I want no Reason which compels me to pre- 
tend to be brave when I am frightened, stoical when 
I suffer, resigned when I am angry. A fig for such 
a Reason ! It is not mine ; it is a monster, a chimera 
invented by those old dotards of antiquity whom you 
all admire, I cannot tell why. May its kingdom 
never come 1 I do not like absolute power, and if 
any one wished to make me disbelieve in God, which 
I do with a good grace and with all my heart, I 
think that, from a spirit of contradiction, I should 
instantly go to confession." 

" Oh ! you are capable of anything, we all know," 
said d'Argens, " even of believing in the philosopher's 
stone of the Count Saint Germain.' ' 

"And why not? It would be so agreeable, and I 
need it so badly." 

"Ah! for that matter," said Pollnitz, shaking his 
empty and silent pockets, and looking expressively 
at the king, "may its kingdom come as soon as 
possible. That is the prayer which morning and 
night " — 

" So-ho ! " interrupted Frederick, who was always 
deaf to insinuations of this sort, "does this Saint 
Germain pretend also to the secret of making gold ? 
You did not tell me that." 
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"Well, then, allow me to invite him to supper 
to-morrow in your name," said La Mettrie; "for 
my opinion is that a little of his secret would not do 
you any harm either, Sire Gargantua. You have 
great needs and a gigantic stomach, both as a king 
and as a reformer." 

"Be still, Panurge," replied Frederick, "your 
Saint Germain has been judged. He is an impudent 
impostor whom I will have carefully watched, for 
we know that with that fine secret one takes more 
gold out of a country than one leaves in it. Why, 
gentlemen, do you no longer recollect the great 
necromancer, Cagliostro, whom I drove out of Berlin 
with good reason, not more than six months ago? " 

" And who carried off a hundred crowns of mine," 
said La Mettrie ; " may the devil recover them from 
him ! " 

"And who would have carried off a hundred of 
Pollnitz's, if he had had them," said d'Argens. 

" You drove him out, but he played you a pretty 
trick, all the same," said La Mettrie to Frederick. 

"What was that?" 

"Ah! you do not know? Then I will entertain 
you with a story." 

"The first merit of a story is to be short," re- 
marked the king. 

" Mine has only two words. The day when your 
Pantagruelic majesty ordered the sublime Cagliostro 
to pack up his alembics, spectres and demons, it is 
a matter of public notoriety that he went out in 
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person, in his carriage, at the stroke of noon, through 
every gate of Berlin. Oh, it is attested by more than 
twenty thousand people. The keepers of all the 
gates saw him, with the same hat and the same 
periwig, the same carriage, baggage and horses, and 
you will never convince them that there were not 
five or six Cagliostros in the field that day." 

Every one thought the story amusing. Frederick 
alone did not laugh at it. He took the progress of 
his dear Reason seriously, and superstition, which 
aroused such wit and gayety in Voltaire, caused him 
only indignation and disgust. 

"There you have the people," said he, shrugging 
his shoulders. "Ah, Voltaire, there you have the 
people ! and that in an age when you are alive, and 
waving above the world the bright light of your 
flambeau. You have been banished, persecuted, 
opposed in every way, and Cagliostro has but to 
show himself to fascinate whole races ! A little more 
and they would carry him in triumph." 

"Do you know," said La Mettrie, "that your 
noble dames believe in Cagliostro quite as much as 
the good women of the people? You must know 
that it was from one of the most beautiful in your 
court that I learned this adventure." 

" I will wager that it was Madame von Kleist ! " 
said the king. 

" It is thou who namedst her," declaimed La Mettrie. 

" Now he is thou-ing the king," grumbled Quintus 
Icilius, who had returned a little before. 
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"That good Kleist is mad," returned the king. 
" She is the most intrepid visionary, the most enthusi- 
astic believer in horoscopes and sorcery. She needs 
a lesson — let her beware ! She is turning the heads 
of all our ladies, and they even say that she has driven 
her husband mad, so that he sacrificed a black he- 
goat to Satan, to discover treasures buried in our 
Brandenburg sands." 

" But all that is of the finest fashion among your 
people, Father Pantagruel," said La Mettrie. " I do 
not see why you wish women to submit to your 
crabbed goddess, Reason. Women are in the world 
to amuse themselves and us. Egad ! when they are 
no longer crazy, we shall be very stupid. Madame 
von Kleist is charming with all her stories of sorceries. 
She tells them to Soror Amalia." 

"What does he mean by his Soror Amalia?" said 
the king in astonishment. 

"Why, your noble and charming sister, the Abbess 
of Quedlinburg, who is devoted to magic with all her 
heart, as every one knows." 

" Be still, Panurge ! " repeated the king in a voice 
of thunder, and striking the table with his snuff-box. 
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CHAPTER III. 

There was a moment of silence, during which mid- 
night struck slowly. 1 Ordinarily, Voltaire had the art 
of reviving the conversation when a cloud came over 
the face of his dear Trajan, and of doing away with 
the evil impression which affected the other guests. 
But that evening Voltaire, sad and suffering, was feel- 
ing the insidious assaults of that Prussian spleen which 
quickly took possession of all the happy mortals who 
were called upon to contemplate Frederick in his 
glory. For that very morning La Mettrie had re- 
peated to him that cutting speech of Frederick's, 
which caused a very real aversion between these two 
great men to take the place of a feigned friendship.* 
Consequently he said nothing. " Faith," he thought, 
" let him throw the peel to La Mettrie when he likes ; 
let him be in a bad humour ; let him suffer, and let the 
supper end ; I have a colic, and all these compliments 
will not prevent my feeling it." 

Frederick was therefore obliged to step into the 
breach himself, and to recover his philosophical 
serenity without assistance. 

*The opera began and ended earlier than in our day. Frederick 
began supper at ten o'clock. 

*" I keep him because I still need him. In a year I shall no longer 
have any use for him, and I shall get rid of him. I am squeezing the 
orange, and afterwards I shall throw away the skin.'* It is well known 
that this speech was a terrible wound to Voltaire's pride. 
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" As we are speaking of Cagliostro," said he, " and 
the hour for ghost stories has just struck, I will tell 
you my own, and you will see how far one may trust 
the knowledge of these sorcerers. My story is en- 
tirely true, and I have it from the person to whom the 
adventure happened last summer. The incident 
which occurred at the theatre this evening reminded 
me of it, and may, perhaps, have connection with 
what you are about to hear." 

" Is the story likely to frighten us a little ? " asked 
La Mettrie. 

" Perhaps," replied the king. 

" In that case," said La Mettrie, " I will shut this 
door behind me. I cannot endure an open door 
when we are speaking of ghosts and supernatural 
events." 

La Mettrie closed the door and the king spoke 
as follows : — 

" Cagliostro, you know, had the art of showing to 
credulous people pictures, or rather magic mirrors, 
upon which he caused the absent to appear. He 
pretended that he caught them at the very moment, 
and thus revealed their occupations and the most 
secret actions of their lives. Jealous women went 
to him to learn the infidelities of their husbands or 
their lovers ; there are even husbands and lovers who 
have received in his house strange revelations con- 
cerning the conduct of certain ladies, and the magic 
mirror has, they say, revealed strange mysteries of 
iniquity. However that may be, the Italian singers 
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of the opera clubbed together one evening, and 
offered him a handsome supper, accompanied by 
good music, on condition that he would show them 
some feats of his art. He accepted the exchange, 
and set a day for Porporino, Conciolini and Mesde- 
moiselles Astrua and Porporina to come to his house, 
where he would show them hell or heaven, as they 
might choose. The Barberini family were also of 
the party. Mademoiselle Jeanne Barberini asked to 
see the late Doge of Venice, and as M. Cagliostro is 
very skilful in resuscitating the dead, she saw him, was 
very much frightened, and came out greatly agitated 
from the dark closet in which the sorcerer had left her 
alone with the ghost. I have a strong suspicion that 
Mademoiselle Barberini, who is a bit of a wag, as Vol- 
taire says, feigned terror for the sake of making fun 
of our Italian singers, who are not brave as a class, 
and who refused point-blank to undergo the same 
experience. Mademoiselle Porporina, with that calm 
air which you all know, said to M. Cagliostro that 
she would believe in his power if he would show her 
a person of whom she was then thinking, and that 
she did not need to name the person, since Caglios- 
tro was a sorcerer, and must be able to read her in 
mind as in a book. * What you ask me is serious,' 
replied Cagliostro, 'and yet I believe that I can 
satisfy you, if you will swear to me, by all that is 
most solemn and most awful, not to speak a word to 
the person whom I shall show to you, and not to 
make the slightest movement, the smallest gesture, 
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the faintest sound, while the apparition is visible.' 
Porporina bound herself to this by an oath, and 
entered the dark closet with great resolution. It 
may be well to remind you, gentlemen, that this 
young woman possesses one of the firmest and 
clearest minds that can be found ; she is highly edu- 
cated, reasons well about everything, and I have cause 
to believe that she has no false or narrow ideas. She 
remained in the ghost chamber long enough to as- 
tonish and disturb her comrades. Still, everything 
went on in the most profound silence. When she 
appeared again, she was very pale, and tears, they 
say, streamed from her eyes, but she said at once to 
her comrades, 'My friends, if Monsieur Cagliostro 
is a sorcerer he is an untruthful one ; believe nothing 
that he shows you.* She would say nothing more. 
But when Conciolini told me at one of my concerts a 
few days later about this marvellous evening, I re- 
solved to question Porporina, which I did not fail to 
do the first time that she came to sing at Sans Souci. 
I had some difficulty in inducing her to speak, but 
here is what she at last told me : — 

"'Without any doubt. Monsieur Cagliostro pos- 
sesses an extraordinary power of creating apparitions 
so like reality that it is impossible for the calmest 
mind not to be affected. Still, he is not a sorcerer, 
and his pretence of reading in my mind was only 
based upon a knowledge, which he must undoubtedly 
possess, of certain events in my life ; but it is an in- 
complete knowledge, and I would not advise you, 
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sire/ — it is still Porporina who is speaking, — ' to 
take him for your minister of police, for he would 
commit serious blunders. When I asked him to 
show me an absent person whom I wished to see, I 
was thinking of Maestro Porpora, my singing teacher, 
who is now in Vienna; and instead of him, there 
appeared in the magic chamber a very dear friend 
whom I lost this year." 

" The deuce," said d'Argens, " that is more diffi- 
cult sorcery than to show a live person." 

" Wait, gentlemen. Cagliostro, but half-informed, 
did not suspect that the person whom he showed was 
dead, for when the phantom had disappeared, he 
asked Mademoiselle Porporina if she was satisfied 
with what she had learned. ' In the first place, sir,' 
said she, ' I should like to understand it. Will you 
be good enough to explain it to me ? • — ' That is be- 
yond my power/ he replied; Met it suffice you to 
know that your friend is well, and is usefully occu- 
pied.' Upon which the signora replied : ' Alas, sir ! 
you have pained rae greatly without knowing it. 
You have shown me a person whom I thought never 
to see again, and now you tell me that he is alive, 
when I closed his eyes six months ago.' That, gen- 
tlemen," continued Frederick, " is how these sorcerers 
deceive themselves in trying to deceive others, and 
how their schemes are thwarted by the lack of some 
link in the chain of their secret police reports. They 
penetrate family and heart mysteries up to a certain 
point. As all life histories resemble one another 
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more or less, and as people with a taste for the mar- 
vellous are not generally very critical, they guess 
right twenty times out of thirty; but ten times out 
of thirty they are wrong, and then no one pays any 
attention to them, whereas a great noise is made over 
the experiments which succeed. It is precisely as it 
is in horoscopes, in which they predict a series of 
commonplace events which must necessarily happen 
to every one, such as journeys, illness, the losses of 
relatives or friends, an inheritance, an interesting 
letter, a meeting, and other incidents common to 
human life. Yet just consider for a moment to what 
tragedies and domestic sufferings the false revelations 
of a Cagliostro expose weak and passionate minds. 
A husband may trust to them and kill his innocent 
wife, a mother may go mad with grief when she 
imagines that she sees the death of her absent son ; 
a thousand other disasters may be occasioned by the 
pretended power of divination of magicians. All this 
is infamous. Confess that I was right in expelling 
from my kingdom this Cagliostro, who guesses so 
accurately and gives such good news of people who 
are dead and buried." 

" That is all very fine," said La Mettrie, " but it 
does not explain to me how your majesty's Por- 
porina saw this dead man alive. For if she possesses 
firmness and reason, as your majesty asserts, that 
bears against your majesty's argument. The sor- 
cerer made a mistake, it is true, in taking from his 
6tock the dead man instead of the live one for which 
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he was asked, but it is none the less certain that he 
can command life and death ; and in this respect he 
knows more than your majesty, who, with all due 
respect to your majesty, has caused many men to be 
killed in battle, but has never been able to resuscitate 
one of them." 

" Consequently, we will believe in the devil, my 
dear subject," said the king, laughing at the comic 
glances which La Mettrie darted at Quintus Icilius 
each time that he pronounced the title " majesty," 
with exaggerated emphasis. 

"Why should we not believe in that poor old 
Satan, who is so much calumniated and is so 
clever?" returned La Mettrie. 

" To the stake with the Manichean ! " said Vol- 
taire, putting a candle close to the young physician's 
periwig. 

" At any rate, sublime Fritz," the latter went on, 
" I have presented an embarrassing argument : either 
the charming Porporina is silly and credulous, and 
saw her dead man, or she is philosophic, and saw 
nothing at all. Yet she was frightened ; she admits 
that?" 

" She was not frightened," said the king, " she was 
grieved, as one would be by the sight of a portrait 
which called up the exact appearance of some dear 
one whom he knew but too well that he would never 
see again. But if I must tell you everything, I 
rather fancy that she was frightened afterwards, and 
that her mental strength did not come out of the 
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trial as whole as it was before. Since that time she 
has been subject to fits of deep melancholy, which 
are always a sign of weakness or disorder in our 
faculties. I am sure that her mind was impressed, 
although she denies it. One cannot play with false- 
hood unscathed. The sort of attack which she had 
this evening was, in my opinion, a consequence of all 
that ; and I would wager that there is in her troubled 
brain some fear of the magical power attributed to 
M. de Saint Germain. I am told that since she re- 
turned home she has done nothing but weep." 

" Ah ! as for that, permit me not to believe a word 
of it, sire," said La Mettrie. "You have been to 
see her, consequently she no longer weeps." 

" You are very curious, Panurge, to know the 
object of my visit? And you, too, d'Argens, who 
say nothing, and appear not to be thinking of it 
either? And you also, perhaps, my dear Voltaire, 
who say nothing, and are none the less thinking, 
certainly?" 

"How should one not be curious about all that 
Frederick the Great deems it proper to do?" re- 
plied Voltaire, who made an effort at amiability 
when he saw the king in the humour to talk. " Cer- 
tain men have not, perhaps, the right to conceal 
anything, when their least word is a precept, their 
slightest action an example." 

"My dear friend, you wish to make me proud. 
Who would not be if praised by Voltaire? Which 
does not prevent your having jested at me during the 
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quarter of an hour that I was absent? Yet you can- 
not suppose that in that quarter of an hour I had time 
to go all the way to Porporina's house, which is near 
the Opera, to repeat a long madrigal to her, and to 
return on foot, — for I was on foot." 

" Bah 1 Sire, the Opera is very near here, and you 
do not need more time than that to win a battle," 
said Voltaire. 

"You are mistaken, it takes a good deal more 
time," said the king rather coldly; 'fask Quintus 
Icilius. As for the marquis, who knows so much 
about the virtue of actresses, he will tell you that it 
requires more than a quarter of an hour to win 
them." 

" I don't know, sire ; that depends." 

" Yes, it depends ; but I hope, for your sake, that 
Mademoiselle Cochois gave you more trouble. At 
any rate, gentlemen, I have not seen Porporina this 
evening ; I only went to speak to her maid, and to 
ask news of her." 

" You, sire? " cried La Mettrie. 

" I wished to take her myself a phial of medicine 
which I suddenly recollected had proven very bene- 
ficial to me when I suffered from cramps in my 
stomach, which have sometimes caused me to lose 
consciousness. Well, have you nothing to say? Are 
you all astounded? You would like to praise my 
paternal and royal kindness, and dare not, because in 
your inmost hearts you think me altogether ridicu- 
lous." 
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" Why, really, sire, if you are in love like a simple 
mortal, I see no harm in it," said La Mettrie, " and 
think there is nothing in it to praise or to ridicule." 

" Well, my good Panurge, I am not in love at all, 
if I must speak frankly. I am a simple mortal, it is 
true ; but I have not the honour to be King of France, 
and the gallantry which befits a great monarch like 
Louis XV. would ill beseem a little Marquis of Bran- 
denburg like me. I have other matters to attend to 
if I would keep my poor shop a-going, and have no 
time to slumber in Cytherean bowers." 

" If that be so, I cannot at all comprehend your 
anxiety about this little opera-singer," said La Met- 
trie ; " and if it be not the result of your passion for 
music, I give the whole thing up." 

" In that case, I will inform you, my friends, that I 
am neither Porporina's lover, nor in love with her, but 
that I am very much attached to her, because, in cir- 
cumstances which it would take me too long to nar- 
rate to you now, she saved my life without knowing 
me. The adventure is a strange one, and some other 
time I will tell it to you. This evening it is too late, 
and M. de Voltaire is going to sleep. It is 
enough for you to know that if I am here, and not in 
hell, where a fanatic wished to send me, I owe it to 
that girl. You will now understand how, knowing her 
to be dangerously ill, I could go to see whether she 
were not dead, and take her a phial of StahFs, with- 
out wishing, on account of that, to pass in your eyes 
for a Richelieu or a Lauzun. Well, gentlemen, I 
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must wish you a good-evening. I have not taken off 
my boots in eighteen hours, and in six I must put 
them on again. I pray God to have you in his holy 
keeping, as I say at the end of a letter." 



As midnight struck on the great palace clock, the 
young and worldly Abbess of Quedlinburg had just 
gone to her pink satin bed, when her first waiting- 
woman, as she placed her slippers on the ermine rug, 
started and uttered a cry. Some one had just 
knocked at the princess's chamber. 

"Well, are you crazy?" said the beautiful Amelia, 
parting her curtains. " What do you mean by jump- 
ing and sighing like that? " 

"Did not your royal highness hear some one 
knock?" 

" Was there a knock? Then go and see what it 
is." 

" Ah ! madam, what living being would dare to 
knock at your highness's door, when it is known 
that you are in bed?" 

" No living being would dare, do you say ? Then 
it must be a dead one. Go, open the door. Listen, 
they are knocking again; go, I say; I have no 
patience with you ! " 

The waiting-woman, more dead than alive, dragged 
herself to the door, and in a trembling voice asked : — 

"Who is there?" 

" It is I, Madame von Kleist," replied a well-known 
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voice. " If the princess is not yet asleep, tell her 
that I have something important to say to her." 

"Quick! make haste!" cried the princess; "let 
her in, and leave us." 

As soon as the abbess and her favourite were alone, 
the latter sat down upon the foot of her mistress's 
bed, and spoke as follows: — 

"Your royal highness was not mistaken. The 
king is madly in love with Porporina, and he is not 
yet her successful lover, which certainly gives her 
unlimited influence over him for the moment." 

"And how have you learned all that within an 
hour?" 

" Because as I was undressing to go to bed, I set 
my maid talking, and she informed me that she had a 
sister in the service of this Porporina. Thereupon, I 
questioned her, pumped her dry, little by little, and 
learned that my maid had just left her sister at Por- 
porina's house, which the king had left a moment 
before." 

" Are you sure of that? " 

" My maid had just seen the king as plainly as I 
see you. He had spoken to her, taking her for her 
sister, who was in another room caring for her mis- 
tress, who is, or pretends to be, ill. The king in- 
quired about Porporina's health with extraordinary 
anxiety ; he stamped his foot with an intensely an- 
noyed air when he learned that she had never ceased 
to weep ; he did not ask to see her, for fear of dis- 
turbing her, he said; he left a very precious phial 
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for her, and at last went away, strictly directing them 
to tell the invalid the next morning that he had been 
to see her at eleven o'clock at night." 

" Well, if that is not an adventure ! " cried the 
princess. "I can scarcely believe my ears. Does 
your maid know the king well? " 

" Who does not know the face of a king who is 
always on horseback? Besides, a page had been 
sent as a scout five minutes in advance to see that 
there was nobody with the fair one. During that 
time the king, carefully muffled up, was waiting below 
in the street, incognito, as is his custom." 

" Mystery, anxiety, and above all, respect ! It is 
love, Kleist, or I know nothing of it. And you came, 
in spite of the cold and darkness, to inform me of it 
at once ! Ah, my poor child, how good you are ! " 

" You may add, in spite of the ghosts. Do you 
know that there has been a new panic in the castle 
these past few nights, and that ray footman trembled 
like a great idiot as he accompanied me through the 
corridors?" 

" What is it ? The White Lady again ? " 

" Yes, the Sweeper." 

" This time it is not we who are playing that game, 
my poor Kleist. Our ghosts are far away, and 
Heaven send that they may reappear." 

" I thought at first that it was the king who was 
amusing himself by playing the ghost, since he now 
has a reason for keeping his path free from curious 
servants. But what greatly astonishes me is that the 
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manifestations do not occur near his apartments 
nor on his way to Porporina's house. It is about 
your highness that the spirits are walking, and I con- 
fess that now that I have no part in it, I am a little 
frightened." 

"What do you mean, my child? How can you, 
who know ghosts so well, believe in them ? " 

"That is just the reason. They say that when 
one personates them, that makes them angry, and 
they follow one about in good earnest, for punish- 
ment." 

" In that case they are a little behindhand with us, 
for we have left them in peace for more than a year. 
Come, don't bother about such nonsense. We know 
very well what to believe about these troubled spirits. 
It is certainly some page or some subordinate officer 
who comes at night to ask prayers of the prettiest of 
my waiting-women. That is why the oldest, of whom 
nothing at all is asked, was in a horrible fright. For 
a moment she would not let you in. But what are 
we babbling about? Kleist, we have the king's 
secret ; we must profit by it. How shall we set to 
work? " 

"We must win over this Porporina, and make 
haste, before her favour renders her vain and dis- 
trustful." 

" No doubt ; we must spare neither presents, prom- 
ises nor cajolery. You must go to see her to-morrow ; 
you will ask her, from me, for — music autographs of 
Porpora; she must have many unpublished pieces 
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by the Italian masters. You will promise her, in re* 
turn, manuscripts of Sebastian Bach. I have several. 
We will begin by exchanges. Then I will ask her to 
come and show me the tempi, and when I have her 
here, I will undertake to win and master her." 
" I will go to-morrow morning, madam." 
"Good-night, Kleist. Here, come and kiss me. 
You are my only friend ; go home to bed, and if you 
meet the Sweeper in the corridors look carefully 
whether she has not spurs under her gown." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

The next morning, Porporina, on waking greatly ex- 
hausted from a troubled sleep, found upon her bed two 
articles which her maid had just placed there. One 
was a phial of rock crystal, with a golden stopper, on 
which was graven an F surmounted by a royal crown, 
and the other was a sealed roll. The maid, on 
being questioned, told how the king had come in 
person the evening before to bring the phial; and 
when Porporina learned the circumstances of so 
respectful and so delicately simple a visit, she was 
touched. " Strange man 1 " she thought. " How 
reconcile such kindness in private life with so much 
hardness and despotism in public affairs?" She fell 
into a revery, and forgetting the king, little by little, 
and thinking of herself, she called up her confused 
recollections of the night before, and began to weep 
again. 

"Oh, signora," said the maid, who was a good 
creature, though somewhat talkative, " are you going 
to sob again as you did last night when you went to 
sleep? It cut one to the heart, and the king, who 
was listening to you through the door, shook his 
head two or three times as if grieved. And yet, 
signora, your lot would cause many to envy you. 
The king does not pay court to every one; they 
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even say that he pays it to no one ; yet it is very 
certain that now he is in love with you." 

" In love? What do you mean? " cried Porporina 
with a shudder; "never repeat so unseemly and 
absurd a speech. The king in love with me? Good 
heavens ! " 

"Well, signora, suppose he were?" 

" Heaven preserve me from it I But it is not and 
never will be so. What is this roll, Catherine? " 

" A servant brought it early this morning." 

"Whose servant?" 

" A servant who would not at first tell me from 
whom he came, but who at last admitted that he 
was employed by the steward of a certain Count 
Saint Germain, who arrived here only yesterday." 

" Why did you question this man ? " 

" To know, signora." 

" How simple you are ! You can go." 

As soon as Porporina was alone, she opened the 
roll and found a sheet of parchment covered with 
strange and undecipherable characters. She had 
heard a great deal about this Count Saint Germain, 
but she did not know him. She turned the man- 
uscript about in every direction, and not being able 
to understand it in the least, or to conceive why this 
person, with whom she had never had anything to 
do, should send her a riddle to guess, she concluded, 
like many other people, that he was mad. But as 
she examined the parcel, she saw a detached leaf, 
on which was written this : " Princess Amelia of Prus- 
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sia is greatly interested in divination and horoscopes. 
Give her this parchment, and you may be assured of 
her protection and kindness." These lines were 
not signed. The writing was unknown, and the roll 
bore no address. She was astonished that the Count 
Saint Germain, to reach Princess Amelia, had ad- 
dressed himself to her who had never approached 
the princess, and thinking that the servant had made 
a mistake in bringing her this parcel, she was about 
to roll it up and return it. But as she took up the 
sheet of coarse, white paper which formed the wrap- 
per, she observed that on the inner side there was 
some printed music. Suddenly a recollection oc- 
curred to her. To seek upon the corner of the leaf 
a preconcerted sign, to recognize it as having been 
heavily written in pencil by herself eighteen months 
before, to make sure that the sheet of music corre- 
sponded with the complete book which she had given 
as a token to be recognized, — all this occupied but 
an instant; and the tenderness which she felt on 
receiving this souvenir of an absent and unfortunate 
friend caused her to forget her own sorrows. It 
remained to be seen what she was to do with the 
manuscript, and with what motive she was charged 
to remit it to the Princess of Prussia. Was it, indeed, 
to secure her the favour and protection of this lady? 
Porporina neither cared for it nor needed it. Was 
it to establish between the princess and the prisoner 
a means of communication useful to the safety or the 
comfort of the latter? The young girl hesitated; 
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she recollected the proverb, "When in doubt, ab- 
stain." Then she thought that there were good and 
bad proverbs, some for the benefit of a prudent self- 
ishness, others for that of a courageous devotion. 
She rose, saying, — 

" When in doubt, act, if you endanger no one but 
yourself, and can hope to be useful to a friend." 

She had hardly finished her toilet, which was some- 
what slow, for she felt greatly weakened and broken 
by the adventure of the night before, and as she 
arranged her beautiful black hair, was thinking of 
some means of getting the manuscript promptly and 
surely to the princess, when a tall lackey in an em- 
broidered livery came to ask if she were alone, and if 
she could receive a lady who gave no name, and 
who wished to speak to her. The young singer often 
anathematized this subjection to the great in which 
the artists of that day lived. She was tempted to 
reply, in order to get rid of the importunate lady, 
that the men singers of the opera were with her; 
but she considered that if this was an effective means 
of frightening off certain women, it was the surest 
way of attracting certain others. She consequently 
resigned herself to receiving the visit, and Madame 
von Kleist soon joined her. 

The fine lady, well schooled, had resolved to be 
charming with the singer, and to cause her to forget 
all the distance of rank ; but she was awkward, be- 
cause she had heard, on the one hand, that this young 
girl was very proud, and because, on the other, being 
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by nature very curious, Madame von Kleist would 
have liked to make her talk, and find out her most 
secret thoughts. So, although the handsome lady was 
good and inoffensive, she had at that moment some- 
thing false and unnatural in her whole manner which 
did not escape Porporina. Curiosity is so nearly akin 
to perfidy that it can mar the most beautiful faces. 

Porporina knew Madame von Kleist by sight very 
well, and her first impulse, when she saw in her house 
the person who appeared every opera night in Prin- 
cess Amelia's box, was to ask her for an interview 
with her mistress under some pretext of necromancy, 
in which she knew that the princess took great inter- 
est. But not daring to trust herself to a woman who 
had the reputation of being somewhat flighty, and 
somewhat intriguing to boot, she resolved to see what 
the countess would say, and began, on her part, to 
examine her with that quiet penetration of the defen- 
sive which is so superior to the attacks of an uneasy 
curiosity. 

At last the ice was broken, and the lady presented 
the princess's request in regard to the music. Por- 
porina, concealing somewhat the satisfaction caused 
her by this happy concurrence of circumstances, has- 
tened to seek several unpublished scores. Then, feel- 
ing suddenly inspired, she cried : — 

"Ah, madam, I shall be only too happy to lay 
all my little treasures at the feet of her highness, and 
I shall be very happy if she will do me the honour to 
receive them from me in person." 
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"Really, my child?" said Madame von Kleist. 
" You would like to speak to her royal highness ? " 

" Yes, madam," replied Porporina. " I would cast 
myself at her feet, and ask a boon of her, which, I am 
certain, she would not refuse me, for she is a great 
musician, they say, and must protect artists. They 
say, too, that she is as good as she is beautiful. I 
hope, therefore, that if she deigned to listen to me, 
she would aid me to obtain from his majesty the re- 
call of my master, the illustrious Porpora, who, having 
been summoned to Berlin with the consent of the 
king, was driven away, and, in some sort, banished, 
when he set foot on the frontier, under pretext of a 
fault in the form of his passport. In spite of the 
assurances and promises of his majesty, I have never 
been able to secure any result in this interminable 
affair. I dare no longer trouble the king with a re- 
quest which can interest him but little, and which he 
has always forgotten, I am sure ; but if the princess 
would deign to speak a word to the officials charged 
with the matter, I should have the happiness of being 
at last reunited to my adopted father, to my only stay 
in the world." 

"What you tell me astonishes me infinitely," 
cried Madame von Kleist. " What 1 the lovely Por- 
porina, who had, I thought, every power over the 
king's mind, is obliged to have recourse to the pro- 
tection of another to obtain a thing which seems so 
simple? Permit me to believe in this case that his 
majesty dreads, in your adopted father, too strict a 
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guardian, or an adviser with too much influence 
against him." 

" I am making vain efforts, madam, to comprehend 
what you do me the honour to say to me," replied 
Porporina, with a gravity which disconcerted Madame 
von Kleist. 

"Then I am mistaken, apparently, regarding the 
extreme good-will and the limitless admiration which 
the king professes for the greatest singer in the 
world." 

" It ill befits the dignity of Madame von Kleist," 
replied Porporina, " to ridicule a poor artist, inoffen- 
sive and without pretensions." 

" Ridicule ! Who could think of ridiculing such an 
angel as you? You do not know your own deserts, 
signora, and your candour fills me with surprise and 
admiration. I am sure that you will make a conquest 
of the princess. She is a creature of impulses. She 
need only see you closely to fall in love with your 
person, as she already is with your talent." 

" I have been told, on the contrary, madam, that 
her royal highness has always been very severe 
towards me ; that my poor face had the misfortune 
to displease her, and that she disapproved openly of 
my method of singing." 

"Who can have told you such untruths? " 

" It was the king who told an untruth, in that 
case," replied the young girl, with a spice of 
malice. 

" It was a trap, a trial of your modesty and sweet- 
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ness," returned Madame von Kleist ; " but as I am 
anxious to prove to you that I, a simple mortal, have 
not the right to be untruthful, like a very wily king, 
I will take you at once in my carriage, and bring you 
with your scores to the princess." 

" And you think, madam, that she will accord me 
a gracious reception ? " 

" Will you trust to me?" 

" And if you are, nevertheless, mistaken, madam, 
on whom will the humiliation fall? " 

" On me alone ; I will authorize you to say every- 
where that I boast of the princess's friendship, but 
that she has neither esteem nor respect for me." 

" I will go with you, madam," said Porporina, 
ringing for her cloak and muff. " My dress is very 
simple; you have taken me quite by surprise." 

" You are charming as you are, and you will find 
our dear princess in a still simpler undress. Come ! " 

Porporina placed the mysterious roll in her pocket, 
filled Madame von Kleist's carriage with scores, and 
followed her resolutely, saying to herself: "For a man 
who risked his life for me, I can well afford to risk 
waiting fruitlessly in the ante-chamber of a princess." 

Introduced into a dressing-room, she remained 
there five minutes, during which the abbess and 
her confidante exchanged these few words in the 
next room : — 

" Madam, I have brought her ; she is there." 

"Already? O admirable ambassadress 1 How must 
I receive her? What is she? " 
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" Reserved, prudent or simple ; a profound dissem- 
bler or admirably stupid." 

" Oh, we will see ! " said the princess, whose 
eyes glistened with the fire of a mind practised in 
penetration and distrust. "Let her come in." 

During her short stay in the dressing-room, Por- 
porina had observed with surprise the strangest 
paraphernalia which had ever decorated the sanctu- 
ary sacred to the mysteries of the toilet of a beautiful 
princess. There were globes, compasses, astrolabes, 
astrological charts, jars filled with nameless mixtures, 
death's-heads ; in short, all the apparatus of sorcery. 
"My friend is not mistaken," she thought, " and the 
public is well informed of the secrets of the king's 
sister. Indeed, it seems to me that she makes no 
mystery of it, since she allows me to see these strange 
objects. Come, courage ! " 

The Abbess of Quedlinburg was then between 
twenty-eight and thirty years of age. She had been 
beautiful as an angel ; so she still was in the evening, 
by candle-light and at a distance. But when she 
saw her closely, Porporina was astonished to find her 
faded and with a blotched complexion. Her blue 
eyes, which had been the most beautiful in the world, 
now encircled with red, like those of a person who 
has been weeping, had an unhealthy gleam and a 
deep transparency which did not inspire confidence. 
She had been adored by her family and by all the 
court, and for a long time she had been the most 
affable and joyous, the most kindly and gracious 
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king's daughter whose portrait had ever been drawn 
in the aristocratic romances of the old patrician 
literature. But during the last few years her char- 
acter had changed like her beauty. She had fits of 
ill-humour, and even of violent rage, which caused her 
to resemble Frederick in his worst points. Without 
attempting to form herself upon him, and even while 
criticising him greatly in secret, she appeared invin- 
cibly compelled to acquire all the faults which she 
blamed in him, and to become an imperious and 
absolute mistress, a sceptical and bitter thinker, and 
a narrow and contemptuous student. And yet, be- 
neath these frightful faults, which grew upon her day 
by day, one still caught glimpses of innate goodness 
and an upright mind, of a brave soul and a passionate 
heart. What was going on in the breast of this unfor- 
tunate princess? A terrible grief was consuming her, 
and she was obliged to smother it in her bosom, to 
bear it stoically and with a cheerful air before a 
curious, hostile or insensible world. Consequently, 
by repressing her feelings and assuming an appear- 
ance, she had succeeded in developing in herself two 
entirely distinct beings : one which she dared reveal 
to scarcely any one, the other which she flaunted with 
a sort of hatred and despair. It was remarked that 
she had become more animated and brilliant in con- 
versation; but this uneasy and forced gayety was 
painful to see, and people could not comprehend 
the chilling and almost appalling effect of it. By 
turns impressionable to the point of childishness and 
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hard to that of cruelty, she astonished others and 
herself as well. Torrents of tears would extinguish 
the fires of her anger, and then suddenly a bitter 
irony, an impious disdain, would snatch her from this 
salutary prostration, which she could neither indulge 
nor reveal. 

The first thing which Porporina remarked as she 
addressed her was this species of duality in her being. 
The princess had two appearances, two faces, — one 
caressing, the other threatening; two voices, — one 
soft and harmonious, which seemed to have been 
given her by Heaven, that she might sing like an 
angel; the other harsh and strident, which seemed 
to come from a burning breast, animated by a breath 
from hell. Our heroine, filled with surprise in the 
presence of so strange a being, divided between 
fear and sympathy, asked herself whether she was 
about to be mastered and ruled by a good or an evil 
spirit. 

For her part, the princess found Porporina much 
more formidable than she had fancied. She had 
hoped that, stripped of her theatrical costumes and 
of that paint which is extremely injurious to a 
woman's looks, whatever may be said of it, she 
would justify what Madame von Kleist had said to 
reassure her, that the gypsy was rather ugly than 
handsome. But this clear, dark complexion, so 
smooth and pure; those black eyes, so powerful 
yet so soft; this frank mouth; this willowy figure, 
with such natural and easy movements; this whole 
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appearance of being an honest and good creature, 
filled with calmness, or, at least, with the inward 
strength which is given by uprightness and true wis- 
dom, — imposed upon the uneasy Amelia a sort of 
respect and even of shame, as if she had felt that 
here was a soul invincible in its honesty. 

The efforts which she made to conceal her em- 
barrassment were observed by the young girl, who was 
astonished, as may well be believed, at seeing so great 
a princess intimidated by her. She began, therefore, 
in order to revive the conversation, which kept dying 
of itself, to open one of the scores, into which she 
had slipped the cabalistic letter; and she managed 
so that this large sheet and these tall characters 
should catch the eye of the princess. As soon as 
the effect was produced, she pretended to wish to 
withdraw this sheet, as if she had been surprised at 
finding it there, but the abbess seized it hastily, 
crying, — 

"What is this, signora? In the name of Heaven, 
where did you get this? " 

" If I must confess it to your highness," replied 
Porporina, with a significant expression, "it is an 
astrological calculation which I purposed presenting 
to you, whenever it should please you to question me 
upon a subject to which I am not wholly a stranger." 

The princess fixed her burning gaze upon the 
singer, turned it again to the magic characters, ran 
to the window, and, having examined the manuscript 
an instant, uttered a great cry, and fell as if suffo- 
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eating in the arms of Madame von Kleist, who had 
sprung towards her when she saw her totter. 

"Go out, signora," said the favourite hastily to 
Porporina; "go into the dressing-room and say 
nothing ; call no one, no one ; do you understand ? " 

" No, no, do not send her out," said the princess in 
a smothered voice ; " let her come here, — here, be- 
side me. Ah, my child," she cried, when the young 
girl had come close to her, " what a service you have 
done me 1 " 

And seizing Porporina in her thin, white arms, en- 
dowed with convulsive strength, the princess pressed 
her to her heart, and covered her cheeks with quick, 
sharp kisses, by which the poor child felt her face 
wounded and her heart appalled. 

"Certainly this country makes every one mad," 
she thought. " I have several times thought that I 
should become deranged, and I see that the greatest 
persons are still madder than I. Insanity is in the 
air." 

The princess at last removed her arms from Por- 
porina's neck to throw them about that of Madame 
von Kleist, as she cried out and wept, repeating in 
her strangest tone : — 

" Saved 1 saved ! He is saved ! My friends, my 
good friends, Trenck has escaped from the fortress 
of Glatz ! He has escaped ; he is flying ! " 

And the poor princess fell into a fit of convulsive 
laughter, broken by sobs, which it cut one to the 
heart to see and hear. 
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"Ah, madam, for the love of Heaven, restrain 
your joy ! " said Madame von Kleist ; " take care lest 
some one hear you." 

As she picked up the pretended horoscope, which 
was nothing less than a letter in cipher from Trenck, 
she aided the princess to finish the reading of it, 
which the latter interrupted a thousand times with 
outbursts of a feverish and almost mad joy. 
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CHAPTER V. 

" To seduce — thanks to the means with which my 
incomparable friend had provided me — the subordi- 
nate officers of the garrison ; to come to an under- 
standing with a prisoner who was as fond of his 
liberty as I ; to give a blow to one warder, a kick 
to another, a sword-thrust to a third ; to make a tre- 
mendous leap from the top of the rampart, having 
pushed down before me my friend, who did not make 
up his mind quickly enough, and who sprained his 
ankle in falling; to pick him up, take him on my 
shoulders and run in this plight for a quarter of an 
hour ; to cross the Neiss in water up to my waist and 
in fog so thick that one could not see the end of his 
nose ; to walk all night, a frightful night ; to lose my 
way, to circle about in the snow around a mountain 
without knowing where I was, and to hear four 
o'clock striking from the Glatz belfry ! that is to 
say, to have lost my time and my labor, only to find 
myself under the walls of the city at daybreak ; to 
pluck up my courage, go to a peasant's house and 
take away his horses at the point of the pistol, and 
fly at full speed and at all risks ; to win my liberty 
by a thousand stratagems, sufferings and fatigues, 
and to find myself at last in a strange land, 
without money or clothes, almost without bread, in 
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bitter weather, but to feel free after being condemned 
to a frightful, eternal imprisonment ; to think of an 
adorable friend; to say to myself that this news will 
fill her with joy ; to make a thousand daring, delight- 
ful plans to see her again, — all that is to be happier 
than Frederick of Prussia, is to be the happiest of 
men, is to be the chosen of Providence." 

Such was the substance of young Frederick von 
Trenck's letter to Princess Amelia, and the ease with 
which Madame von Kleist read it proved to Porpo- 
rina, who was amazed and deeply moved, that this 
form of correspondence was a very familiar one. 
There was a postscript in these words: "The per- 
son who will give you this letter is as safe as the 
others were untrustworthy. You may, in short, con- 
fide in her without reserve, and give her all your 
despatches for me. Count Saint Germain will fur- 
nish her with means of forwarding them to me ; but 
it is necessary that the count, whom I cannot trust, 
wholly, should hear nothing of you, and should 
believe me in love with Signora Porporina, although 
nothing of the sort is true, and I have never felt for 
her more than a peaceful and pure friendship. There- 
fore, let there be no cloud upon the brow of the 
divinity whom I adore. It is for her alone that I 
breathe, and I would rather die than deceive her." 

While Madame von Kleist was deciphering this 
postscript aloud, and emphasizing every word, Prin- 
cess Amelia attentively scanned Porporina's face, 
trying to discover there an expression of pain, humil- 
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iation or irritation. The angelic serenity of the 
worthy creature reassured her completely, and she 
began again to overwhelm her with endearments, 
crying, — 

" And I suspected you, poor child 1 You do not 
know how jealous of you I have been ; how I have 
hated and cursed you ! I wished to find you ugly 
and a bad actress, only because I feared to find you 
too beautiful and too good. It was because my 
brother, who dreaded to see me make friends with 
you, while he pretended to wish to bring you to my 
concerts, took care to have me informed that in 
Vienna you had been Trenck's mistress, his idol. 
He well knew that this was the way to keep us apart 
forever. And I believed it, while you risk the great- 
est dangers to bring me this blessed news ! Then 
you do not love the king? Ah, you are right 1 He 
is the hardest and most cruel of men." 

"Oh, madam, madam ! " said Madame von Kleist, 
frightened at the recklessness and the mad volubility 
with which the princess spoke before our heroine, " to 
what danger would you not expose yourself now if 
Signora Porporina were not an angel of courage and 
loyalty?" 

" It is true — I am in such a state ! I really think 
that I have lost my head. Close the doors carefully, 
von Kleist, and see first if there is no one in the ante- 
chamber who could have heard me. As for her," 
added the princess, pointing to Porporina, " look at 
her, and tell me if it is possible to doubt a face like 
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hers. No, no, I am not so imprudent as I seem ; do 
not believe, dear Porporina, that I speak to you 
frankly because I am distracted, or that I shall repent 
of it when I am calm. I have an infallible instinct, 
my child. I have a glance which has never deceived 
me. It belongs to my family, and my brother, the 
king, who prides himself upon it, is not my equal in 
that respect. No, you will not betray me ; I see it, I 
know it. You would not deceive a woman who is 
consumed by an unhappy love, and who has suffered 
what no one will ever imagine." 

"Oh, never, madam," said Porporina, kneeling 
beside her, as if to call upon God to witness her 
oath ; " neither you nor Baron Trenck, who saved my 
life, nor any one else, for that matter." 

"He saved your life? Ah, I am sure that he has 
done that for many another 1 He is so brave, so 
good, so handsome 1 He is very handsome, is he 
not? But you cannot have looked at him closely, 
else you would be in love with him; and you are 
not, are you? You must tell me how you met him, 
and how he saved your life ; but not now. I could 
not listen to you. I must talk; my heart is over- 
flowing. It has been drying up in my breast so long ! 
I will talk 1 Let me alone, Kleist. My joy must have 
a vent, or I shall burst. Only close the doors, watch, 
guard me, take care of me. Pity me, my poor friends, 
for I am very happy ! " 

And the princess burst into tears. 

"You must know," she went on after a few mo- 
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ments, in a voice broken by sobs, but with an agitation 
which nothing could calm, " that he pleased me from 
the first day I saw him. He was eighteen years old, 
he was handsome as an angel, and so well educated, 
so frank, so brave ! They wished to marry me to the 
King of Sweden. Ah, yes ! And there was my sister 
Ulrica crying with vexation because I was to be a 
queen and she to remain unmarried. ' My dear sis- 
ter/ I said to her, ' there is a way of arranging mat- 
ters. The nobles who govern Sweden want a Catholic 
queen, and I do not wish to abjure. They want a 
good little queen, indolent, quiet, indifferent to poli- 
tics ; if I were queen, I should wish to reign. I will 
declare myself clearly on these points before the am- 
bassadors, and you will see that to-morrow they will 
write to their prince, saying that it is you who will 
suit Sweden, not I.' I did as I had said, and my sis- 
ter is Queen of Sweden. And I have played a part, 
since then, every day of my life. Ah, Porporina, 
you think that you are an actress ! No ; you do not 
know what it is to play a part your whole life, morn- 
ing, noon, evening and often at night. For every 
breathing thing about us is busy in spying on us. I 
was obliged to pretend to feel great regret and annoy- 
ance when my sister, by my own device, filched from 
me the throne of Sweden. I have been obliged to 
pretend to detest Trenck, to think him ridiculous, to 
laugh at him, I do not know what ! and that at the 
very time when I adored him, when I was his mistress, 
when I was choking with rapture and happiness as to- 
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day ! Ah, more than to-day, alas ! But Trenck has 
not my strength and my prudence. He was not born 
a prince ; he did not know how to dissemble and to 
lie, like me. The king discovered everything, and 
according to the custom of kings, he pretended to 
see nothing. But he persecuted Trenck, and the 
handsome page, his favourite, became the object of 
his hatred and his rage. He overwhelmed him with 
harshness and humiliation. He placed him under 
arrest seven days out of eight. But the eighth, 
Trenck was in my arms, for nothing frightens, nothing 
baffles him. How can one help adoring such cour- 
age ? Well, the king conceived the idea of sending 
him on a foreign mission. And when he had accom- 
plished it with as much skill as promptitude, my 
brother was infamous enough to accuse him of having 
betrayed to his cousin, Trenck the Pandour, who is 
in the service of Maria Theresa, the plans of our for- 
tresses and our war secrets. It was a means jiot. 
only of separating him from me by an endless im- 
prisonment, but of dishonouring him, and of causing 
him to die of grief, despair and rage amid the hor- 
rors of his dungeon. See whether I have reason to 
esteem or bless my brother ! They say that my 
brother is a great man. I say that he is a monster. 
Ah, beware of loving him, girl, for he will break you 
like a branch ! But we must pretend, do you see ? 
Always pretend. In the air in which we live one 
must breathe in secret. I pretend to adore my 
brother. I am his darling sister; everybody knows 
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it, or thinks he knows it. He is as devoted to me as 
possible. He will himself pick cherries from the 
trees at Sans Souci, and deprive himself of them, he 
who cares for nothing else on earth, to send them to 
me ; and before giving them to the page who is to 
bring the basket, he counts them, so that the page 
may not eat any on the way. What a delicate atten- 
tion ! What simplicity, worthy of Henry IV. or 
King Rene" ! But he dooms my lover to death in a 
dungeon beneath the earth, and he tries to dishonour 
him in my eyes in order to punish me for having 
loved him. What a noble heart, and what a good 
brother ! And how we love one another ! " 

As she spoke the princess turned pale, her voice 
grew weaker by degrees and ceased; her eyes be- 
came fixed and seemed to protrude from their orbits ; 
she became motionless, silent and livid. She had 
lost consciousness. The frightened Porporina helped 
Madame von Kleist to open her dress and to carry 
her to her bed, where she partially recovered her 
senses, and continued to murmur unintelligible words. 

" The attack is going off, thank Heaven ! " said 
Madame von Kleist to Porporina. " When she has 
recovered control of her will, I will call her women. 
As for you, my dear child, you must go into the music- 
room, and sing for the walls, or rather for the ears in 
the antechamber; for the king will inevitably know 
that you have been here, and you must not appear to 
have had any other business with the princess than 
music. The princess is going to be ill; that will 
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serve to conceal her joy. She must not appear to 
have any suspicion of Trenck's escape, nor you either. 
The king knows it by this time ; that much is certain. 
He will be in a rage, and frightfully suspicious of 
every one. Be on your guard. You are lost, as well 
as I, if he discover that you have transmitted this 
letter to the princess ; and women go to a fortress as 
well as men in this country. They are forgotten 
there, on purpose, just like men, and they die there, 
like men. You are warned. Sing awhile, and then 
go away quietly, but without any mystery. We will be 
a week without seeing you, to avert suspicion. You 
can count on the princess's gratitude. She is generous, 
and knows how to reward fidelity." 

" Alas ! madam," said Porporina sadly, " do you 
think that threats and promises are necessary with 
me? I pity you for having such a thought." 

Worn out with fatigue after the violent emotions 
in which she had just taken part, and still ill from 
her own emotion on the preceding evening, Porpo- 
rina nevertheless sat down to the clavichord and 
was beginning to sing when a door opened behind 
her so softly that she did not perceive it, and sud- 
denly she saw in the mirror against which the 
instrument stood, the face of the king appear beside 
her. She shuddered and wished to rise, but the king, 
placing the ends of his bony fingers upon her 
shoulder, compelled her to remain seated, and to go 
on. She obeyed with great repugnance and discom- 
fort. Never had she felt less inclined to sing, never 
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had the presence of Frederick appeared to her more 
chilling and more fatal to musical inspiration. 

" It was faultlessly sung," said the king when she 
had finished her piece, during which she had ob- 
served with terror that he had gone on tiptoe to 
listen behind the half-open door of his sister's bed- 
chamber. " But I am sorry to perceive," he added, 
"that this beautiful voice is somewhat weak this 
morning. You should have rested, instead of yield- 
ing to this strange caprice of Princess Amelia's, who 
sends for you not to listen to you." 

"Her royal highness became suddenly indis- 
posed," replied the young girl, frightened at the 
dark and gloomy expression of the king, "and I 
was ordered to continue to sing to divert her." 

" I assure you that you are losing your labour, and 
that she is not listening to you at all," said the king 
coldly. " She is whispering in there to Madame von 
Kleist as if nothing were going on ; and since this is 
so we may very well whisper together here, without 
troubling ourselves about them. The indisposition 
does not appear to me serious. I think that in 
matters of that sort your sex goes very quickly from 
one extreme to the other. Every one thought you 
dying last night ; who could have suspected that you 
would be here this morning, tending and amusing 
my sister? Will you be good enough to tell me by 
what chance you came to have yourself presented 
here so suddenly?" 

"Sire," she replied, endeavouring to recover her 
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self-possession, "I hardly know myself. Some one 
came this morning to ask me for this score. I 
thought it my duty to bring it myself. I expected 
to leave my books in the antechamber and go away 
at once. Madame von Kleist saw me. She spoke 
of me to her highness, who apparently was curious 
to have a closer view of me. I was obliged to come 
in. Her highness condescended to question me 
concerning the style of various pieces of music ; then, 
feeling indisposed, she commanded me to sing this 
one while she was going to bed. And now I think 
that she will graciously permit me to go to rehearsal." 

"It is not time yet," said the king. "I do not 
know why you are always in such a hurry to run 
away when I wish to talk to you." 

" It is because I always fear to be out of place in 
your majesty's presence." 

" You have no common sense, my dear." 

" All the more reason, sire." 

"You will stay," he replied, compelling her to sit 
down again, and standing in front of her. 

Then he added, as he examined her with a half 
fatherly, half inquisitorial air, — 

"Is it true, what you have just been telling me?" 

Porporina overcame her repugnance to lying. 
She had often said to herself that she would be 
honest with this terrible man when she alone was in 
question, but that she would be able to lie if ever 
the safety of his victims depended on it. She found 
herself suddenly at that critical point where the kind- 
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liness of her master might turn to rage. She would 
gladly have sacrificed it, rather than descend to dis- 
simulation ; but the fate of Trenck and of the princess 
depended upon her presence of mind and her intel- 
ligence. She called the art of the actress to her aid, 
and met with a roguish smile the king's eagle glance ; 
it was rather that of a vulture at this moment. 

"Well," said the king, " why do you not reply? " 

"Why does your majesty wish to frighten me by 
pretending to doubt what I have told you? " 

" You do not seem frightened at all. I think, on 
the contrary, that your look is very bold this morn- 
ing." 

" Sire, one is afraid only of what one hates. Why 
do you wish me to fear you? " 

Frederick ruffled up his porcupine's armour, in order 
not to be touched by this reply, the most coquettish 
which he had yet obtained from Porporina. He im- 
mediately changed the subject, as was his wont, which 
is a great art, more difficult than one would think. 

" Why did you faint on the stage last night? " 

"Sire, it is of no concern to your majesty, and it is 
my own secret." 

" What did you eat at your breakfast to make you 
so free in your speech with me this morning? " 

" I inhaled a certain phial which filled me with con- 
fidence in the kindness and justice of him who brought 
it." 

"Ah, you took that for a declaration?" said Fred- 
erick, in an icy tone and with cynical contempt. 
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" No, thank God ! " replied the young girl, with a 
very sincere gesture of fright. 

" Why do you say ' thank God ' ? " 

"Because I know that your majesty only makes 
declarations of war, even to women." 

" You are neither the Czarina nor Maria Theresa ; 
how could I have a war with you ? " 

" As the lion had with the gnat." 

"Why do you quote such a fable? The gnat 
caused the death of the lion, by teasing him." 

"It was, no doubt, a poor lion, quick-tempered, 
and consequently weak. So I could never have 
thought of that fable." 

"But the gnat was sharp and stinging. Perhaps 
the moral fits you." 

"Does your majesty think so?" 

« Yes." 

" Sire, that is not true." 

Frederick seized the young girl's wrist and pressed 
it convulsively until he bruised it. Anger and love 
were both in this strange action. Porporina did not 
change countenance, and the king added, as he 
looked at her red and swollen hand, "You have 
plenty of courage." 

" No, sire ; but I do not pretend to have none, like 
every one about you." 

" What do you mean? " 

" People often pretend to be dead in order to avoid 
being killed. In your place, I should not like to be 
thought so terrible." 
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"With whom are you in love?" said the king, 
changing the subject once more. 

" With no one, sire." 

" Then why do you have nervous attacks? " 

" That does not concern the fate of Prussia, and, 
consequently, the king does not care to know." 

" Do you think that it is the king who is speaking 
to you?" 

" I can never forget it." 

" And yet you must make up your mind to do so. 
The king will never speak to you. It is not the king's 
life that you saved, signora." 

" But I have never found Baron Kreutz here." 

"Is that a reproach? It would be unjust. The 
king would not have gone last night to ask after your 
health ; Captain Kreutz went." 

" The distinction is too subtle for me, captain." 

"Well, try to learn it. See, when I put my hat on 
my head like that, a little on the left side, I shall be 
the captain ; and when I put it like this, on the right, 
I shall be the king. According to what I am, you 
shall be Consuelo or Signora Porporina." 

" I understand, sire, but it will be impossible for 
me. Your majesty is at liberty to be two, or three, 
or a hundred, but I know only how to be one." 

" That is not true ! You would not speak to me on 
the stage before your comrades as you speak to me here." 

" Do not be too sure of that, sire." 

" Upon my word ! Have you the devil in you 
to-day? " 
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"Your majesty's hat is on neither the right side 
nor the left, and I do not know to whom I am 
speaking." 

The king, overcome by the attraction which he 
felt, and at this moment, more particularly, in Por- 
porina's society, raised his hand to his hat with an 
air of playful good nature, and placed it over his left 
ear with so much exaggeration that his terrible coun- 
tenance became comical. He liked to play the 
simple mortal, the king on a holiday, as much as 
possible; but suddenly, recollecting that he had 
come there, not to be diverted from his own cares, 
but to surprise the secrets of the Abbess of Qued- 
linburg, he took his hat off altogether with an abrupt 
and annoyed gesture, the smile died upon his lips, 
his brow became clouded, and he rose, saying to the 
young girl,— 

" Remain here ; I will come back for you." 

And he passed into the bed-chamber of the prin- 
cess, who was waiting for him, trembling. Madame 
von Kleist, having seen him talking to Porporina, had 
not dared to move from beside her mistress's bed. She 
had made vain efforts to hear their conversation, and 
not being able to catch a word because of the great 
size of the rooms, was more dead than alive. 

For her part, Porporina trembled at what was 
about to happen. Ordinarily grave and respectfully 
sincere with the king, she had made an effort to 
divert him, by coquetry of a somewhat exaggerated 
frankness, from the dangerous cross-examination to 
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which he was beginning to subject her. She had 
hoped to divert his thoughts entirely from his unfor- 
tunate sister. But Frederick was not a man to be 
turned aside from his purpose, and the efforts of the 
poor child failed before the obstinacy of the tyrant. 
She commended Princess Amelia to God, for she 
understood very well that the king had compelled 
her to remain there that he might compare her ex- 
planations with those which were preparing in the 
next room. She could no longer doubt it, when she 
saw the care with which he closed the door behind 
him on passing through. She passed a quarter of an 
hour, therefore, waiting anxiously, harassed by a 
little fever, frightened by the intrigue in which she 
saw herself involved, dissatisfied with the part which 
she was obliged to play, and recalling with terror the 
insinuations which began to come to her from all 
sides, of the possibility of the king's love for her, 
and the kind of agitation which the king himself had 
just betrayed, in this matter, by his strange actions. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

But, good Heaven ! could the skill of the most 
terrible Dominican who ever performed the functions 
of grand inquisitor prevail against that of three 
women, when love, fear and friendship inspired each 
of them in the same manner? It was in vain that 
Frederick employed every device, caressing amia- 
bility and provoking irony, unexpected questions, 
feigned indifference and veiled threats; nothing 
answered his purpose. The explanation of Con- 
suelo's presence in the princess's apartment, given 
by Madame von Kleist and affirmed by Amelia, cor- 
responded exactly with that which Porporina had so 
happily improvised. It was the most natural and 
the most probable. It is the best plan to lay every- 
thing to chance. Chance cannot speak, and will not 
give one the lie. 

The king abandoned the attempt in despair, or 
changed his tactics, for he suddenly cried, — 

"And there is Porporina, whom I forgot, in the 
next room ! Dear little sister, send for her, since 
you feel better. Her chatter will amuse us." 

"I want to go to sleep," said the princess, who 
dreaded some trap. 

" Very well ; say good- by to her, and dismiss her 
yourself." 
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As he said this, the king, anticipating Madame 
ron Kleist, went himself to open the door, and 
called Porporina. 

But instead of dismissing her, he immediately 
began a dissertation on German and Italian music, 
and when he had exhausted the subject, he cried 
abruptly, — 

" Ah ! Signora Porporina, there is a bit of news 
which I forgot to tell you, and which will certainly 
give you pleasure. Your friend, Baron Trenck, is 
no longer a prisoner." 

"Which Baron Trenck, sire?" asked the young 
girl, with a skilful assumption of sincerity. " I know 
two of them, and they are both prisoners." 

"Oh, Trenck, the Pandour, will die in Spielberg I 
It is Trenck, the Prussian, who is free." 

"Well, sire," replied Porporina, "for my part I 
thank you. Your majesty has performed in this a 
just and generous action." 

" Many thanks for the compliment, signora. What 
do you think of it, my dear sister? " 

"Of what were you speaking?" said the princess. 
"I was not listening to you, brother ; I was beginning 
to go to sleep." 

" I was speaking of your protege, the handsome 
Trenck, who has escaped from Glatz over the walls." 

" Ah, he has done well ! " replied Amelia with great 
coolness. 

"He has done badly," returned the king tartly. 
" His case was about to be examined, and he might 
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have been able to clear himself from the charges 
which hung over him. His flight is a confession of 
his crimes." 

"If that is the case, I give him up," said Amelia, 
still imperturbable. 

"Signora Porporina would persist in defending 
him, I am sure," said Frederick ; " I see it in her 
eyes." 

" Because I cannot believe in treason," she replied. 

"Especially when the traitor is so handsome a 
fellow? Did you know, sister, that Signora Porporina 
was very intimate with Baron Trenck ? " 

" Much good may it do her," said Amelia coldly. 
"Still, if he is dishonoured, I should advise her to 
forget him. Now I must wish you a good-morning, 
signora, for I am very tired. I beg that you will be 
good enough to come back in a few days, to help me 
read this score, for it seems to me very beautiful." 

"Your taste for music has returned?" said the 
king. " I thought that you had given it up alto- 
gether." 

" I wish to try to take it up again, and I hope, 
brother, that you will be good enough to come and 
help me. They say that you have made great prog- 
ress, and now you must give me some lessons." 

"We will both of us take them from Porporina. 
I will bring her." 

" Very good. You will give me great pleasure." 

Madame von Kleist conducted Porporina to the 
antechamber, and our heroine soon found herself 
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alone in the long corridors, not knowing very well 
which way to go to get out of the palace, nor remem- 
bering very clearly how she had come in. 

The king's household was on a footing of the 
strictest economy, to say nothing more, so that few 
servants were met within the palace. Porporina did 
not find a single one of whom to inquire her way, 
and she began to wander at hazard through the vast, 
dreary building. 

Absorbed in what had just happened, worn out by 
fatigue, fasting since the day before, Porporina felt 
her head very weak, but as often happens in such 
cases, an unhealthy excitement still maintained her 
physical strength. She walked at random, faster 
than she would have done if in health ; and haunted 
by a purely personal idea, which had been strangely 
tormenting her since the day before, she forgot com- 
pletely where she was, lost her way, passed through 
galleries and courts, went over the same ground 
again, descended stairways and returned by them, 
met various people, but did not think of asking them 
her way, and at last found herself, as if awaking from 
a dream, at the entrance of a large hall, filled with a 
confused mass of strange objects, while upon the 
threshold a grave and polite individual saluted her 
with great courtesy, and invited her to enter. 

Porporina recognized the very learned academi- 
cian, Stoss, the curator of the castle museum and 
library. He had come to her house several times, to 
have her try over precious manuscripts of Protestant 
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music, of the early times of the Reformation, with 
which he had enriched the royal collection. When he 
learned that she was seeking a way out of the palace, he 
immediately offered to take her home ; but he begged 
her so earnestly to cast a glance at the precious 
collection intrusted to his care, and of which he was 
justly proud, that she could not refuse to go through 
it, leaning upon his arm. Easy to divert, like all 
those of artistic organization, she soon took more 
interest in it than she would have thought herself 
inclined to do, and her attention was entirely absorbed 
by something which the worthy professor pointed out 
to her particularly. 

"This drum, which offers no peculiarity at first 
sight," said he, " and which I suspect of being 
apocryphal, is, nevertheless, very famous* What is 
certain is, that the sounding part of this warlike instru- 
ment is a human skin, as you can see yourself by the 
trace of the swelling of the pectoral muscles. This 
trophy, taken from Prague by his majesty, in the 
glorious war which he has just finished, is, they say, 
the skin of John Ziska the Calixtine, the celebrated 
chief of the great Hussite insurrection in the fifteenth 
century. They assert that he bequeathed this sacred 
relic to his companions in arms, promising them that 
where it should be, there would victory be also. The 
Bohemians assert that the sound of this terrible drum 
put their enemies to flight, that it called up the 
shades of their chiefs, who died bleeding for the 
sacred cause, and a thousand other marvels. But 
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besides that in the brilliant age of reason, in which 
we have the happiness to live, such superstitions de- 
serve nothing but contempt, Herr Lenfant, preacher 
to her majesty, the queen-mother, and author of 
a remarkable history of the Hussites, affirms that 
John Ziska was buried with his skin, and that conse- 
quently — You are pale, signora. Are you indis- 
posed, or does the sight of this strange object disgust 
you? This Ziska was a great villain and a very fero- 
cious rebel I " 

"That is possible, sir," replied Porporina; "but I 
have lived in Bohemia, and have heard it said there 
that he was a very great man ; his memory is still as 
much alive there as that of Louis XIV. can be in 
France, and they regard him as the savior of his 
country." 

"Alas ! it is a very ill-saved country," replied Herr 
Stoss with a smile, " and I might cause the breast of 
its liberator to sound in vain ; I should not even call 
up his shade, shamefully captive in the palace of the 
conqueror of his descendants." 

As he said this, in a pedantic tone, the worthy Herr 
Stoss ran his fingers over the drum, which gave out a 
dull and mournful sound, like that of those muffled 
instruments of mourning which are beaten in foneral 
marches. But the learned curator was suddenly in- 
terrupted in this profane amusement by a piercing 
shriek from Porporina, who threw herself into his 
arms, and hid her face on his shoulder, like a child 
terrified by some strange or terrible object. 
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The grave Herr Stoss looked about him in search 
of the cause of this sudden terror, and saw, standing 
on the threshold of the hall, a person, the sight of 
whom caused him only a feeling of contempt. He 
was about to make a sign to this person to go away, 
but he had passed on before Porporina, who was 
clinging to the curator, allowed him the use of his 
arms. 

" Really, signora," said he, leading her to a chair, 
upon which she fell faint and trembling, " I do not 
understand what has happened to you. I saw nothing 
which could justify the emotion which you feel." 

"Did you see nothing? Did you see no one?" 
said Porporina, in a faint voice and with haggard look. 
"There, at that door — did you not see a man stand- 
ing, and looking at me with a terrible gaze? " 

" I distinctly saw a man who often wanders about 
the palace, and who would, perhaps, like to make 
himself appear terrible, as you very well say ; but I 
must confess to you that he does not terrify me 
greatly, and that I am not one of his dupes." 

"You saw him? Ah, sir, he was really there? I 
was not dreaming? Good Heaven 1 what does it 
mean?" 

"It means that, by the special protection of an 
amiable and august princess, who, I fancy, amuses 
herself with his follies far more than she trusts in 
them, he has come into the palace, and is on his way 
to the apartments of her royal highness." 

" But who is he ? What is his name ? " 
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"You do not know? Then why are you afraid of 
him?" 

" In the name of Heaven, sir, tell me who this man 
is?" 

"Why, he is Trismegistus, Princess Amelia's sor- 
cerer, one of those charlatans who make a trade of 
pretending to predict the future, to reveal hidden 
treasures, and to make gold, and who have a thousand 
other talents, which were much the fashion here be- 
fore the glorious reign of Frederick the Great, You 
must have heard, signora, that the Abbess of Qued- 
linburg preserves a taste " — 

" Yes, yes, sir ; I know that she studies cabalistic 
learning from curiosity, no doubt " — 

" Oh ! certainly. How could one suppose that so 
enlightened, well-informed a princess seriously con- 
cerns herself about such nonsense? " 

" But you know this man, sir? " 

" Oh, I have known him for a long time 1 For the 
last four years he has appeared here at least once 
every six or eight months. As he is very quiet, and 
does not meddle in intrigues, his majesty, who does 
not wish to deprive his beloved sister of any innocent 
amusement, permits his presence in the city, and even 
his free entrance into the palace. He does not abuse 
this privilege, and does not practise his pretended 
science in this country, except for her royal highness. 
Herr von Golowkin protects him, and answers for 
him. That is all that I can tell you about him ; but 
how can that interest you so greatly, signora? " 
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" It does not interest me in the least, sir, I assure 
you ; and that you may not think me mad, I must tell 
you that this man appeared to me to bear — no doubt 
it was a delusion — a striking resemblance to a person 
who was dear to me, and still is, for death does not 
break the bonds of affection. Is that not true, sir?" 

" It is a noble sentiment, signora, and well worthy 
of a person of your merit. But you have been greatly 
agitated, and I see that you can hardly stand. Allow 
me to conduct you home." 

When she arrived at home, Porporina went to bed, 
and remained there for several days, consumed by 
fever and by an extraordinary nervous excitement. 
At the end of that time she received a note from 
Madame von Kleist, who invited her to come and 
have some music at her house at eight o'clock. This 
music was only a pretext to convey her secretly to the 
palace. They went by back passages to the apart- 
ment of the princess, whom they found charmingly 
arrayed, although her rooms were scarcely lighted, 
and every one attached to her service was dismissed 
for that evening, under a pretence of illness. She 
received our heroine with a thousand endearments, 
and familiarly taking her arm, led her into a pretty 
little circular room, lighted by fifty candles, where a 
dainty supper was served, luxurious but in good taste. 
The French " rococo " style had not yet invaded the 
court of Prussia. Besides, at this period they de- 
clared a sovereign contempt for the court of France, 
and adhered to an imitation of the traditions of the 
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time of Louis XIV., for whom Frederick, secretly en- 
deavouring to ape that great king, professed boundless 
admiration. Princess Amelia was, however, dressed 
m the latest fashion, and although she was more 
chastely attired than Madame de Pompadour was 
wont to be, was none the less brilliant. Madame von 
Kleist was also in her most charming array; and yet 
the table was laid for but three persons, and there was 
not a single servant. 

u You are amazed at our little fete," said the prin- 
cess laughing. " Well, you will be still more so when 
you learn that we three are to take supper, waiting on 
ourselves, as we have already prepared everything, 
Madame von Kleist and I. It is we two who laid the 
table and lighted the candles, and I never enjoyed 
myself so much. I arranged my hair and dressed 
myself alone for the first time in my life, and it has 
never been better done, at least it seems so to me. 
In short, we are going to amuse ourselves incognito. 
The king will sleep at Potsdam, the queen is at Char- 
lottenburg, my sisters are with the queen-mother at 
Montbijou, my brothers are — I don't know where ; 
we are alone in the palace. I am supposed to be ill, 
and I am profiting by this night of liberty to feel 
myself live a little, and to celebrate with you two 
(the only persons in the world whom I can trust) 
the escape of my dear Trenck. So we are going to 
drink some champagne to his health, and if one of 
us takes too much, the others will keep her secret. 
Ah ! Frederick's fine philosophical suppers are going 
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to be eclipsed by the splendour and the gayety of this 
one." 

They took their places at the table, and the prin- 
cess revealed herself to Porporina in a wholly new 
light. She was kind, sympathetic, natural, joyous, 
beautiful as an angel, in a word, adorable, that night, 
as she had been in the fairest days of her early youth. 
She seemed to float in happiness, and it was a pure, 
generous, disinterested happiness. Her lover was in 
flight, far from her; she did not know whether she 
would ever see him again ; but he was free, he had 
ceased to suffer, and his radiant mistress blessed fate 
for it. 

" Ah, how happy I feel between you two ! " said 
she to her confidantes, who formed with her the most 
lovely trio that a refined coquetry had ever concealed 
from the sight of men. " I feel free as Trenck now 
is, I feel good as he has always been, and as I thought 
that I never should be again ! It seemed to me that 
the fortress of Glatz was always weighing upon my 
heart : at night it lay upon my breast like a night- 
mare. I was cold in my eider-down bed, when I 
thought that he whom I love was shivering on the 
damp stones of a dark dungeon. I no longer lived ; 
I could enjoy nothing. Ah, dear Porporina, can you 
imagine the horror one feels at saying to one's self, 
he is suffering all that for me ! It is my fatal love 
which has cast him alive into a tomb ! This thought, 
like the breath of the harpies, changed all my food to 
gall. 
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" Give me some champagne, Porporina. I never 
cared for it, and for two years I have drank 
nothing but water, but it seems to me that I am 
drinking ambrosia. The light of the candles is 
cheerful, these flowers are sweet, these dishes are 
dainty, and, above all, you are beautiful as two angels, 
Kleist and you. Oh, yes ! I see, I hear, I breathe ; 
I have become alive, instead of the statue, the corpse 
that I was. Come, join me in drinking Trenck's 
health, then that of the friend who escaped with 
him, afterward we will drink that of the honest 
warders who allowed him to escape, and last, that of 
my brother Frederick, who could not prevent it. No, 
no bitter thought shall trouble this day of rejoicing. 
I feel no more bitterness toward any one ; it seems to 
me that I love the king. Come ! Come ! to the 
health of the king, Porporina; long live the 
king ! " 

What added to the pleasure which her beautiful com- 
panions derived from the joy of this poor princess, 
was the cordiality of her manners and the perfect 
equality which she established between the three. She 
rose, changed the plates when her turn came, carved, 
and served her companions with childish and touch- 
ing pleasure. 

" Ah ! if I was not born for a life of equality, at 
least love has caused me to understand it," said she ; 
" and the misfortune of my condition has revealed to 
me the imbecility of these prejudices of rank and 
birth. My sisters are not like me. My sister of 
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Anspacfa would go to the scaffold rather than make 
a courtesy first to any but a reigning highness. My 
sister of Baireuth, who plays the philosopher and 
sceptic with M. Voltaire, would tear out the eyes of 
a duchess who dared to wear a train an inch longer 
than her own. That is because they have never 
loved, you see. They will pass their lives in this 
pneumatic machine which they call the dignity of their 
rank. They will die embalmed in their majesty, like 
mummies. They will not have known any bitter 
griefs, but neither will they have had, in all their 
lives of etiquette and display, a quarter of an hour 
of unconstrained pleasure and confidence, like that 
which I am enjoying now. My dear children, you 
must make my fete complete ; you must speak to me 
familiarly. I wish to be Amelia for you ; not your 
highness, simply Amelia. Ah I you would like to 
refuse, Kleist? The court has spoiled you, my dear, 
in spite of yourself; you have breathed its unwhole- 
some air. But you, dear Porporina, who, although 
an actress, seem a child of nature, — you will grant 
my innocent desire?" 

"Yes, my dear Amelia, I will do it with all my 
heart, to oblige you," replied Porporina laughing. 

" Ah, heavens ! " cried the princess, " if you knew 
what good it does me to hear myself called Amelia ! 
Amelia I oh, how charmingly he spoke my name I It 
seemed to me that it was the most beautiful name in 
the world, the sweetest that woman ever bore, when 
he pronounced it." 
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Little by little the princess carried her exaltation to 
the point of forgetting herself and thinking only of 
her friends; and in this experiment in equality she 
felt herself become so great, so noble and so good, that 
she instinctively discarded the bitter personality de- 
veloped in her by passion and suffering. She ceased 
to speak of herself exclusively ; she no longer thought 
of taking a little credit to herself for being so amiable 
and so simple. She questioned Madame von Kleist 
concerning her family, her position and her feelings, 
which she had not done since she had been absorbed 
by her own sorrows. She also wished to know about 
an artist's life, the emotions of the stage, and Porpo- 
rina's ideas and affections. She inspired confidence 
at the same time that she felt it, and she took infinite 
pleasure in reading in the hearts of others, and in 
seeing, in these beings who had heretofore appeared 
different to her, beings like herself in essence, as de- 
serving in the sight of God, as well endowed by 
nature, and as important in the world as she had long 
been persuaded that she was above others. 

It was Porporina especially whose ingenuous re- 
plies and sympathetic cordiality filled her with respect, 
mingled with surprise. 

"You seem to me an angel," said she to our 
heroine. "You, an actress ! You speak and you 
think more nobly than any crowned head of my 
acquaintance. Do you know, I am come to have a 
regard for you which goes to the length of infatuation ? 
You must give me yours wholly, dear Porporina. 
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You must open your heart to me, and tell me of your 
life, your birth, your education, your loves, your mis- 
fortunes, your faults, if you have committed any. 
They must be noble faults, like that which I carry, — 
not on my conscience, as they say, but in my heart. 
It is eleven o'clock ; we have the whole night before 
us. Our little orgy is drawing to a close, for we are 
only talking now, and I see that the second bottle of 
champagne will be neglected. Will you tell me your 
story, as I ask you ? It seems to me that the knowl- 
edge of your heart and the picture of your life, in 
which everything will be new and unknown to me, 
will teach me my true duty in this world more than 
all my reflections have ever been able to do. I 
feel able to listen to you and to follow you as I have 
never been able to listen to anything which had not 
to do with my passion. Will you comply with my 
wish?" 

" I would gladly do it, madam," replied Porporina. 

" What madam ? Where do you see any madam 
here?" returned the princess gayly. 

" My dear Amelia, I mean," replied Porporina. 
" I would do it with pleasure if there were not in my 
life an important, almost a terrible, secret, with which 
everything is connected, and which no longing for 
sympathy, no impulse of my heart, may permit me to 
reveal." 

" Well, my dear child, I know your secret ; and if 
I did not speak to you of it at the beginning of 
supper, it was from a desire to be discreet, which I 
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feel that I may now disregard, without any scruple, 
because of my friendship for you." 

"You know my secret!" cried Porporina, petri- 
fied with amazement. " O madam, pardon me, but it 
is impossible ! " 

" A forfeit ! You still treat me as my highness." 

"Pardon me, Amelia, but you cannot know my 
secret, unless you really have relations with Cag- 
liostro, as they say." 

" I heard of your adventure with Cagliostro at the 
time, and I was dying to know the details of it ; but 
it is not curiosity which impels me this evening, it is 
friendship, as I have told you honestly. Consequently, 
to encourage you, I will tell you that I have known 
very well ever since this morning that Signora Con- 
suelo Porporina might legitimately assume, if she 
chose, the title of Countess Rudolstadt." 

" In the name of Heaven, madam — Amelia, who 
can have told you ? " 

" My dear Rudolstadt, do you not know that my 
sister, the Margravine of Baireuth, is here ? " 

" I know it." 

" And with her, her physician, Supperville." 

" I understand ; Supperville has broken his promise, 
his oath. He has told." 

" Do not be frightened. He has told no one but 
me, and under a pledge of secrecy. Besides, I do 
not see why you are afraid of giving publicity to a 
matter which is so honourable to your character and 
can harm no one. The Rudolstadt family is extinct, 
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except for an old canoness who will soon go to join 
her brothers in the tomb. We have in Saxony, it is 
true, Princes of Rudolstadt, who are your near rela- 
tives, your cousins-german, and who are very proud of 
their name ; but if my brother supports you, you can 
bear that name without their daring to object — 
unless you persist in preserving your name, Porpo- 
rina, which is quite as glorious, and much more 
harmonious." 

" That is, indeed, my intention," replied Consuelo, 
"no matter what may happen; but I should like to 
know how M. Supperville came to tell you this. 
When I know, and my conscience is relieved from 
my oath, I promise to tell you the details of this sad, 
strange marriage." 

"This is how it happened," said the princess. 
" One of my women was ill, and I sent to beg Sup- 
perville, who was, I was informed, in the palace with 
my sister, to come to my apartments to see her. 
Supperville is an intelligent man, whom I knew when 
he lived here, and who has never liked my brother. 
That put me at my ease in talking with him. Chance 
turned the conversation upon music, upon the opera, 
and consequently upon you ; I praised you so highly 
to him that, either to please me, or from conviction, 
he spoke even more warmly of you than I, and 
lauded you to the skies. I liked to hear him, 
and I observed a certain affectation by which he 
gave me to understand that you had had a romantic 
experience worthy of interest, and possessed a high- 
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mindedness superior to all my good opinions. I 
pressed him a great deal, I confess ; and I must say, 
to justify him, that he required great pressing. At 
last, after exacting my word not to betray him, he 
told me about your marriage at the death-bed of 
Count Rudolstadt, and the generous renunciation 
which you made of all your rights and advantages. 
You see, my child, that you need not scruple to tell 
me the rest, if nothing compels you to conceal it 
from me." 

" That being so," said Porporina, after a moment 
of silence and emotion, " although this story must 
awaken in me memories which are very painful, 
especially since I have been living in Berlin, I will 
reply by my confidence to the interest of your high- 
ness — I mean my kind Amelia." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

" I was born in some corner of Spain, I do not 
know where nor in exactly what year; I must be 
three or four and twenty. I do not know my 
father's name, and as for my mother's, I fancy that 
she was as uncertain as I in regard to her family. In 
Venice they called her the Zingara and me the Zin- 
garella. My mother had given me for a patron saint 
Maria del Consuelo, that is, Our Lady of Consola- 
tion. My earliest years were spent in wandering and- 
misery. We travelled about the world on foot, my 
mother and I, living by our songs. I have a vague 
recollection that in the Bohemian forest we received 
hospitality in a castle, where a handsome lad named 
Albert, the son of the lord of the manor, loaded me 
with attentions and kindness, and gave a guitar to my 
mother. This castle was the Castle of the Giants, 
the mistress of which I was one day to refuse to be ; 
and this young lord was Count Albert Rudolstadt, 
whose wife I was to become. 

" At the age of ten I began to sing in the streets. 
One day, as I was giving my little song in the Place 
of St. Mark at Venice, before a cafe, Maestro Por- 
pora, who happened to be present, was struck by the 
trueness of my voice and the natural method which 
my mother had transmitted to me. He called me to 
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him, questioned me, went with me to our garret, gave 
some assistance to my mother, and promised to se- 
cure for me entrance to the Scuola dei Mendicanti, 
one of those free music schools which abound in 
Italy, and from which come eminent artists of both 
sexes, for they are directed by the best masters. I 
made rapid progress there, and Maestro Porpora 
formed for me a friendship which soon exposed me 
to the jealousy and hostility of my comrades. Their 
dislike, and the contempt for my rags which they 
openly displayed early gave "me habits of patience, 
reserve and resignation. 

" I do not recollect the day when I first saw him, 
but it is certain that when seven or eight years old I 
was already in love with a young man, or rather a 
child, an orphan, abandoned, like me, a student of 
music by protection and charity, living, like me, in 
the streets. Our friendship, or our love, — for it was 
the same thing, — was a chaste and delightful senti- 
ment. We passed together, in innocent wandering, 
the hours which were not devoted to study. My 
mother, after having uselessly combated our affection, 
sanctioned it by the promise which she caused us to 
make at her death-bed, to marry as soon as our in- 
dustry should have placed us in a condition to bring 
up a family. 

"At eighteen or nineteen I was sufficiently ad- 
vanced in singing. Count Zustiniani, a Venetian 
nobleman, the owner of the San Samuel Theatre, 
heard me sing in church, and engaged me as prima- 
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donna to replace Corilla, a beautiful and robust vir- 
tuoso. It chanced that this Zustiniani was the pro- 
tector of my betrothed, Anzoleto. Anzoleto was 
engaged with me, to sing the principal male parts. 
Our debut was made with the most brilliant prospects. 
He had a magnificent voice, extraordinary natural 
facility, and an attractive appearance ; all the beau- 
tiful women supported him. But he was lazy; he 
had not had so skilful or zealous a teacher as mine. 
His success was less brilliant. He was grieved at 
first, then irritated, then jealous, and in this way I 
lost his love." 

"Is it possible?" said Princess Amelia. "For 
such a cause? Was he so vile?" 

" Alas ! no, madam ; but he was vain and an artist. 
He caused himself to be protected by Corilla, the 
disgraced and angry singer, who robbed me of his 
heart, and soon induced him to offend and wound 
mine. One evening Maestro Porpora, who had al- 
ways opposed my love for him, because he insists 
that a woman, to be a great artist, must remain a 
stranger to passion, caused me to discover Anzoleto's 
treachery. The next evening Count Zustiniani made 
me a declaration of love, which I was far from ex- 
pecting, and which offended me deeply. Anzoleto 
pretended to be jealous, and to believe me corrupt. 
He wished to break with me. During the night I 
fled from my lodging; I went to find my master, 
who is a man of ready resource, and who had accus- 
tomed me to being prompt in execution. He gave 
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me letters and a small sum of money, and laid out 
the course of my journey. He placed me in a gon- 
dola, accompanied me to the mainland, and at day- 
break I set out alone for Bohemia." 

" For Bohemia ? " said Madame von Kleist, who 
was regarding with open-eyed wonder the courage 
and virtue of Porporina. 

"Yes, madam," replied the young girl. "We 
artistic adventurers often speak of travelling through 
Bohemia, to signify embarking on the hazards of a 
poor, laborious and often immoral life, like that of 
the Zingari, who are also called Bohemians in French. 
As for me, I set out, not for this symbolic Bohemia, 
to which my lot seemed to condemn me, like so 
many others, but for the unhappy and chivalrous 
land of the Czechs, for the country of Huss and 
Ziska, for the Boehmerwald, in short, for the Castle 
of the Giants, where I was generously received by 
the Rudolstadt family." 

"And why did you go to this family?" asked the 
princess, who was listening very attentively ; " did 
they remember having seen you there as a child? " 

" Not at all, I did not recollect it myself, and it 
was not till long afterwards, and by chance, that Count 
Albert recalled, and helped me to recall, the memory 
of that little adventure. But my master, Porpora, had 
been very intimate in Germany with Count Christian 
Rudolstadt, the head of the family. The young 
Baroness Amelia, the latter's niece, had asked for a 
governess, or rather a companion, who should pretend 
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to teach her music, but who should in reality amuse 
her in the strict, dreary life which they led at Riesen- 
burg. 1 Her kind and noble relatives received me as 
a friend, almost as one of the family. I taught 
nothing, in spite of my good-will, to my pretty and 
capricious pupil, and" — 

" And Count Albert fell in love with you, as must 
needs have happened ! " 

" Alas ! madam, I cannot speak lightly of so grave 
and painful a matter. Count Albert, who was ac- 
counted mad, and who united to a sublime soul and 
an enthusiastic mind strange eccentricities and a 
wholly inexplicable disease of the imagination" — 

" Supperville told me all that, without believing in 
it or causing me to comprehend it. They attributed 
to this young man supernatural faculties, the gift of 
prophecy, second sight, the power to render himself 
invisible. His family told extraordinary things in this 
regard. But all that is impossible, and I hope that 
you do not believe in it?" 

" Spare me, madam, the pain and the embarrass- 
ment of pronouncing upon facts which are beyond the 
reach of my understanding. I have seen incredible 
things, and at times Count Albert appeared to me a 
being superior to human nature. At other times, I 
saw in him only an unfortunate creature, deprived, by 
the very excess of his virtue, of the light of reason ; 
but at no time have I seen him like ordinary men. 
In delirium as in calmness, in enthusiasm as in pros- 

* German for «« Castle of the Giants." 
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tration, he was always the best, the most just, the most 
wisely enlightened or the most poetically exalted of 
men. In a word, I cannot think of him nor pro- 
nounce his name without a thrill of respect, without 
profound tenderness, and without a sort of terror ; for 
I am the involuntary, though not wholly innocent, cause 
of his death." 

" Come, dear countess, wipe your lovely eyes, take 
courage, and continue. I am listening to you without 
irony and without profane levity, I swear to you." 

" He loved me, at first, without my being able to 
suspect it. He never spoke to me, he did not seem 
even to see me. I think that he perceived my pres- 
ence in the castle, for the first time, when he heard 
me sing. I must tell you that he was a very great 
musician, and that he played the violin as no one in 
the world suspects it can be played. But I think 
that I am the only one who ever heard him at 
Riesenburg, for his family never knew that he pos- 
sessed this incomparable talent. His love was born, 
therefore, of an outburst of enthusiasm and of musi- 
cal sympathy. His cousin, Baroness Amelia, who had 
been betrothed to him for two years, and whom he 
did not love, took a dislike to me, although she did 
not care for him either. She showed me this dislike 
with more frankness than ill-will, for, with all her 
faults, she had a certain greatness of soul. She 
became weary of Albert's coldness and the dreariness 
of the castle, and one fine morning she left us, 
carrying off, so to speak, her father, Baron Fred- 
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erick, an excellent but dull man, of an indolent 
mind and simple heart, the slave of his daughter, 
and devoted to the chase." 

"You tell me nothing about Count Albert's in- 
visibility, about his disappearance of a fortnight or 
three weeks, at the end of which he would reappear 
suddenly, believing, or pretending to believe, that he 
had not left the house, and unable or unwilling to 
tell where he had been, while they had hunted for 
him everywhere." 

" Since Herr Supperville has told you of this ap- 
parently marvellous fact, I will give you the explana- 
tion of it ; I alone can do it, for this point has always 
remained a secret between Albert and myself. There 
is near the Castle of the Giants a mountain called 
Schreckenstein, 1 which contains a grotto and a 
number of mysterious chambers, an ancient sub- 
terranean construction which dates from the time 
of the Hussites. Albert, although he entertained a 
series of very bold philosophical opinions, and a 
religious enthusiasm which reached the point of 
mysticism, had remained a Hussite, or, more prop- 
erly, a Taborite, in his heart. Descended through his 
mother from King George Podiebrad, he had pre- 
served and developed feelings of patriotic independ- 
ence and evangelical equality with which the preaching 
of John Huss and the victories of John Ziska have, 
so to speak, inoculated the Bohemians " — 

" Just hear how she speaks of history and philoso- 

» Rock of Terror. 
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phy ! " cried the princess, looking at Madame von 
Kleist. " Who would ever have said that an actress 
could understand these things as well as I, who have 
passed my life studying them in books ? Did I not 
tell you, Kleist, that there were, among these beings, 
whom the opinion of courts relegates to the lowest 
ranks of society, minds equal, if not superior, to those 
which are formed in the highest with so much trouble 
and expense?" 

"Alas, madam!" replied Porporina, "I am very 
ignorant, and had never read anything before my 
residence at Riesenburg. But there I heard so much 
of these things, and was compelled to reflect so much 
upon them, to understand what was going on in 
Albert's mind, that at last I formed some idea of 
them." 

" Yes ; but you have become a mystic and a little 
mad yourself, my child. Admire the campaigns of 
John Ziska and the republican genius of the Bohemi- 
ans, I will consent to that, for my ideas upon that 
subject are, perhaps, as republican as your own ; for 
love has revealed to me, also, truths contrary to those 
which my pedants had taught me, concerning the 
rights of the people and the merits of individuals. 
But I do not share your admiration for the Taborite 
fanaticism and their madness for Christian equality. 
That is absurd; it cannot be realized, and entails 
ferocious excesses. Let them cast down thrones ; I 
consent to that, and would aid in it if need were. 
I can understand their establishing republics, like 
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Sparta, Athens, Rome or ancient Venice. But I do 
not like your sanguinary, filthy Taborites any more 
than the Waldenses of fiery memory, the odious Ana- 
baptists of Munster, or the Picards of ancient Ger- 
many." 

" I have heard Count Albert say that all this was 
not exactly the same thing," replied Consuelo mod- 
estly ; " but I would not venture to dispute with your 
highness on matters which you have studied. You 
have here historians and learned men who have ex- 
amined these grave matters, and you can judge better 
than I of their wisdom and justice. Still, even though 
I had the good fortune to have a whole Academy to 
enlighten me, I believe that my sympathies would not 
change. But I will go on with my story." 

" Yes, I interrupted you with pedantic reflections, 
and I beg your pardon. Continue. Count Albert, in- 
fatuated with the exploits of his ancestors, which was 
natural and pardonable, and in love with you, which 
was still more natural and proper, was unwilling to ad- 
mit that you were not his equal before God and man? 
He was right, but that was no reason for deserting 
his father's house and leaving all his family in despair." 

" I was about to speak of that," replied Consuelo. 

" He had been going for a long time to dream and 
meditate in the Hussite grotto, in the Schreckenstein, 
and he liked it all the more because he and a poor 
mad peasant, who accompanied him in his walks, 
alone knew of these subterranean chambers. He 
contracted the habit of retiring thither whenever a 
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domestic grief or a violent emotion caused him to 
lose control of his will. He was conscious of the 
approach of these attacks, and to conceal his madness 
from his terrified relatives, he would repair to the 
Schreckenstein, by an underground passage which he 
had discovered, and the entrance to which was a cis- 
tern situated near his room, in a bed of flowers. 
Once in his cavern, he forgot hours, days and weeks. 
Tended by Zdenko, this poetical and visionary peas- 
ant whose madness bore some resemblance to his 
own, he did not think of returning to the light and 
seeing his relatives again until the attack began to 
wear off; and, unfortunately, these attacks grew more 
severe each time, and took longer to disappear. On 
one occasion, finally, he remained absent so long that 
they thought him dead, and I undertook to discover 
the place of his retreat. I succeeded, with great 
difficulty and danger. I went down this well, which 
was situated in his garden, and from which, while 
concealed, Zdenko came out one night. Not know- 
ing my way in these caverns, I came near losing my 
life. At last I found Albert ; I succeeded in arous- 
ing him from the painful stupor in which he was 
plunged. I brought him back to his family, and I 
made him swear that he would never return to the 
fetal cavern without me. He yielded; but he pre- 
dicted that I was condemning him to death, and his 
prediction was only too completely realized." 

" How so ? You restored him to life, on the con- 
trary." 
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" No, madam ; not unless I should succeed in lov- 
ing him, and in never being a cause of grief to him." 

" What ! You did not love him ? You went down 
a well, you risked your life on this subterranean jour- 
ney"— 

" Where the madman Zdenko, not comprehending 
my design, and jealous, like a faithful but stupid dog, 
for his master's security, came near assassinating 
me, where a torrent ail but swallowed me up, and 
Albert, who did not know me at first, almost inocu- 
lated me with his madness, for fright and emotion 
render hallucinations contagious. Finally, he was 
seized with an attack of delirium as he led me back 
through the underground passage, and had almost 
abandoned me there, while barring the way out 
against me. And I exposed myself to all that with- 
out loving Albert." 

"Then you had made a vow to Maria del Con- 
suelo to accomplish his deliverance?" 

" Something of the kind, indeed," replied Porporina 
with a sad smile ; " an impulse of tender pity for his 
family, of profound sympathy for him, perhaps some 
romantic attraction, sincere friendship, certainly, but 
not a trace of love, — at least, nothing like that blind, 
intoxicating and delicious love which I had felt for 
the ungrateful Anzoleto, and in which I think that my 
heart was prematurely worn out. What more shall I 
tell you, madam? As a result of this terrible expedi- 
tion, I had brain fever, and was at death's door. 
Albert, who was as good a physician as musician, 
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saved me. My slow convalescence and his assiduous 
care placed us on a footing of brotherly intimacy. 
His reason returned entirely. His father blessed me, 
and treated me as a dear daughter. Even an old 
humpbacked aunt, Canoness Wenceslawa, an angel 
of tenderness and a patrician full of prejudices, had 
resigned herself to accepting me. Albert was im- 
ploring my love. Count Christian condescended to 
make himself his son's advocate. I was moved, but 
terrified. I loved Albert as one loves virtue, truth, 
a beautiful ideal, but still I was afraid of him. It was 
repugnant to me to become a countess, to make a mar- 
riage which would arouse against him and against his 
family the nobility of the neighborhood, and which 
would cause me to be accused of sordid views and base 
intrigues. And then — must I confess it? it was my 
only crime, perhaps — I regretted my profession, my 
liberty, my old master, my artist's life and that exciting 
arena of the stage, in which I had appeared for an instant 
to shine and disappear like a meteor ; those burning 
boards upon which my love had been shattered, my 
unhappiness consummated, which I had thought that 
I could always curse and despise, and on which I 
nevertheless dreamed nightly that I was applauded or 
hissed. 

"This must seem to you strange and wretched; 
but when one has been brought up to the stage, when 
one has worked all one's life to learn to wage these 
combats and win these victories, when one has 
gained one's first battles, the idea of never returning 
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to it is as frightful as would be to you, madam and 
dear Amelia, that of being no longer a princess except 
upon the boards, as I am now twice a week" — 

" You are mistaken, you are wrong, my friend. If 
I could become an artist instead of a princess I 
would marry Trenck, and I should be happy. You 
did not wish to become a princess instead of an artist 
to marry Rudolstadt. I see clearly that you did not 
love him ; but that is not your fault ; one cannot love 
as one wishes." 

" That, madam, is an aphorism of which I should 
like to be able to convince myself; my conscience 
would be at rest. But I have spent my whole life in 
trying to solve this problem, and have not yet suc- 
ceeded." 

" Come," said the princess, " this is a serious mat- 
ter, and, as an abbess, I should try to pronounce 
upon cases of conscience. You doubt whether we 
are or are not free to love? You think we call 
make a choice and consult reason?" 

" We ought to be able to do so, A noble heart 
should submit its inclination, — I do not say to that 
reason of society which is but folly and a lie, — but to 
that noble discernment which is only a taste for the 
beautiful, a love of the truth. You are the proof of 
what I advance, madam, and your example condemns 
me. Born to occupy a throne, you have sacrificed 
false greatness to true love, to the possession of a 
heart worthy of your own. I, born also to be a 
queen (upon the stage), have not had the courage 
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and generosity to sacrifice joyfully the tinsel of this 
deceitful glory to the calm life and sublime affection 
which were offered me. I was ready to do it from 
a spirit of self-sacrifice, but I could not do it without 
pain and fear ; and Albert, who saw my anxiety, did 
not wish to accept my troth as a sacrifice. He asked 
of me enthusiasm, an equal joy, a heart free from all 
regret, and it was my duty not to deceive him ; be- 
sides, can one be deceived in such matters? I there- 
fore asked for time, and they granted it. I promised 
to do my best to acquire a love like his. I was sin- 
cere ; but I felt with terror that I should have pre- 
ferred not to be forced by my conscience to make 
this terrible promise." 

" Strange girl ! You still love the other, I would 
wager?" 

" Oh, heavens ! I believed that I no longer loved 
him; but one morning when I was awaiting Albert 
on the mountain, to take a walk with him, I heard 
a voice in the ravine ; I recognized an air which I 
had once studied with Anzoleto, I knew above all 
that penetrating voice which I bad so dearly loved, 
and that Venetian accent, so sweet to my memory. 
I leaned over and saw a horseman passing ; it was he, 
madam, it was Anzoleto ! " 

" What in Heaven's name was he doing in Bohe- 
mia?" 

" I have learned since then that he had broken 
his engagement, that he was fleeing from Venice and 
the anger of Count Zustiniani. After having quickly 
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tired of the quarrelsome and despotic love of Corilla, 
with whom he had returned successfully to the stage 
of the San Samuel Theatre, he had obtained the 
favours of a certain Clorinda, the seconda donna, a 
former companion of mine in the Scuola, whom 
Zustiniani had made his mistress. Like a man of 
the world, that is to say, like a frivolous libertine, the 
count had revenged himself by taking up Corilla 
again, without breaking with the other. In the 
midst of this double intrigue, Anzoleto, derided by 
his rival, became first irritated, then angry, and one 
fine summer evening swamped the gondola in which 
Zustiniani was taking the air with Corilla. They 
escaped with a warm bath, for the waters of Venice 
are not deep in every part. But Anzoleto, wisely 
thinking that this pleasantry would bring him to the 
Leads, took to flight, and on his way to Prague passed 
before the Castle of the Giants. 

"He passed on, and I joined Albert, to make 
with him a pilgrimage to the grotto of the Schrecken- 
stein, which he desired to revisit with me. I was 
sad and troubled. I experienced in this grotto the 
most painful emotions. This gloomy spot, the bones 
of the Hussites, of which Albert had built an altar 
beside a mysterious spring, the admirable but harrow- 
ing strains of his violin, terror at I know not what, 
the darkness, the superstitious ideas which came to 
him in this place, and from which I no longer felt the 
strength to preserve myself " — 

"Tell it all! He thought himself John Ziska. 
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He pretended to have an eternal existence, a memory 
of past ages ; he had, in short, the same madness as 
the Count Saint Germain? " 

"Well, yes, madam, since you know it; and his 
conviction in this regard has made so strong an im- 
pression upon me that, instead of curing him of it, 
I have almost come to share it." 

" Have you a weak mind, in spite of your brave 
heart?" 

" I cannot pretend to being strong-minded. Where 
could I have gained that strength? The only serious 
education that I ever received is that which Albert 
gave me. How could I help submitting to his ascend- 
ency and sharing his illusions? There were in his 
soul so many and such exalted verities, that I could 
not discern truth from falsehood. In this grotto I 
felt my reason going astray. What terrified me the 
most was that I did not find Zdenko there as I ex- 
pected. For several months he had not appeared. 
As he persisted in his rage against me, Albert had 
sent him away, driven him from his presence, after a 
violent discussion, no doubt, for he appeared to feel 
remorse for it. Perhaps he thought that on leaving 
him Zdenko had committed suicide ; at any rate, he 
spoke of him in enigmatical terms and with a mysteri- 
ous reticence which made me shudder. I imagined 
(may God forgive me the thought !) that in a 
moment of insanity Albert, unable to make the un- 
fortunate being renounce his project of taking my 
life, had taken his." 
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" And why did this Zdenko hate you so? " 

"It was a consequence of his madness. He as- 
serted that he had dreamed that I had killed his 
master, and then danced upon his tomb. Oh, madam, 
this terrible prediction has been accomplished ! My 
love killed Albert, and a week afterwards I made 
debut here in a very gay opera-bouffe. I was forced, 
it is true, and death was in my heart ; but the fatal 
destiny of Albert was fulfilled according to the terri- 
ble prophecy of Zdenko." 

" Upon my word, your story is so diabolical that I 
am beginning not to know what to make of it, and to 
lose my head in listening to you. But go on. This 
will all be explained, no doubt." 

" No, madam ; this fantastic world which Albert 
and Zdenko carried in their mysterious minds has 
never been explained to me, and you must be con- 
tent, like me, with understanding the results of it." 

"Well, Herr von Rudolstadt had not killed his 
poor jester, at any rate ? " 

"Zdenko was not his jester, but a companion in 
misfortune, a friend, a devoted servant. He wept 
for him ; but, thank Heaven 1 he had never had an 
idea of sacrificing him to his love for me. Still I, 
mad and guilty that I was, persuaded myself that 
this murder had been committed. A newly made 
grave which was in the grotto, and which Albert 
confessed held that which had been dearest to 
him in the world before he knew me, at the same 
time that he accused himself of some mysterious 
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crime, threw me into a cold perspiration. I felt sure 
that Zdenko was buried in that spot, and I fled from 
the grotto screaming like a maniac and weeping like 
a child." 

" You had good reason," said Madame von Kleist, 
" and I should have died with fear. Such a lover as 
your Albert would not have suited me the least in 
the world. The worthy Herr von Kleist believed in 
the devil and sacrificed to him. It is he who made 
me such a coward as I am ; if I had not resolved to 
be divorced from him, I believe that he would have 
made me insane." 

"You still show traces of madness," said Princess 
Amelia. " I fancy that you were divorced a little 
too late. But do not interrupt our Countess Rudol- 
stadt." 

" When I returned to the castle with Albert, who 
accompanied me without thinking of freeing himself 
from my suspicions, I found — guess whom, madam? " 

" Anzoleto ! " 

« He had presented himself as my brother, and 
was waiting for me. I do not know how he had 
learned on his way that I lived there, and that I was 
to marry Albert ; for they said in the neighbourhood 
that nothing was settled in this respect Whether 
from ill-will, or from a trace of affection or a love of 
evil, he had retraced his steps, with the sudden in- 
tention of breaking off the marriage and of taking 
me away from the count. He tried every means to 
accomplish this, — tears, prayers, seductions, threats. 



Digitized 



by Google 



II 4 



THE COUNTESS kUDOLSTADT. 



I was unshaken apparently ; but at the bottom of my 
cowardly heart I was troubled, and no longer felt 
mistress of myself. Thanks to the falsehood of 
which he had made use to obtain entrance, and 
which I did not dare to expose, although I had never 
spoken to Albert of this brother whom I had never 
had, he remained all day at the castle. In the even- 
ing the old count made us sing Venetian airs. These 
songs of my adopted fatherland revived all the mem- 
ories of my childhood and my pure love, of my fair 
dreams and my past happiness. I felt that I still 
loved, and that it was not him whom I ought, whom 
I wished, whom I had promised to love. Anzoleto 
implored me, in a low tone, to receive him in my 
room that night, and threatened to come there in 
spite of me at his own risk, but still more at mine. 
I had never been more than a sister to him, and so 
he coloured his project with the fairest intentions. 
He would submit to my will and leave at daybreak, 
but he wished to say farewell to me. I thought that 
he wished to make a disturbance in the castle ; that 
there would be some terrible scene with Albert, and 
that I should be smirched by the scandal. I took a 
desperate resolution, and carried it out. At mid- 
night I made a little bundle of the most necessary 
articles, I wrote a note to Albert, I took what little 
money I had (and, by the way, I forgot half of it), 
*I left my room, sprang upon the hired horse which 
had brought Anzoleto, paid his guide to aid me in 
my flight, crossed the drawbridge and reached the 
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neighbouring town. It was the first time in my life 
that I had ridden a horse. I went four leagues at a 
gallop, then I sent back the guide, and, pretending 
that I would await Anzoleto on the road to Prague, 
I gave this man false directions concerning the place 
where my pretended brother was to find me. I set 
out in the direction of Vienna, and at daybreak I 
found myself alone, on foot, without money, in a 
strange country, and walking as fast as possible to 
escape from these two loves which appeared to me 
equally fatal. Still, I must say that after a few hours 
the phantom of the faithless Anzoleto vanished from 
my heart, never to return there; while the pure 
image of my noble Albert followed me, like a shield 
and a promise for the future, through the perils and 
fatigues of my journey." 

" And why did you go to Vienna rather than to 
Venice?" 

" My master, Porpora, had just arrived there, brought 
by our ambassador, who wished to enable him to re- 
pair his broken fortunes and recover his ancient glory, 
grown pale before the success of more fortunate 
successors. I happily met an excellent lad, already 
a musician full of promise, who had heard of me on 
his way through the Boehmerwald, and had resolved 
to seek me, to ask my protection with Porpora. We 
went together to Vienna on foot, often very weary, 
but always gay, always friends and brothers. I 
became all the more attached to him because he did 
not think of making love to me ; and it never occurred 
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to me that he could think of it. I disguised myself 
as a boy, and I played my part so well that I gave 
occasion for all kinds of amusing mistakes ; but there 
was one which came near being fatal to both of us. 
I will pass over the others in silence, not to make 
this story too long, and I will mention only this one, 
because I know that it will interest your highness 
more than all the rest of my tale." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

" I perceive that you are about to speak of htm, 1 * 
said the princess, moving aside the candles that she 
might better see the narrator, and placing her elbows 
upon the table. 

" While descending the valley of the Moldau, on 
the Bavarian frontier, we were carried off by recruit- 
ers in the service of your brother, and flattered with 
the pleasing prospect of becoming, Haydn and I, 
fifers or drummers in the glorious armies of his 
majesty." 

"You a drummer?" cried the princess, with a 
burst of laughter. "Ah, if Kleist had seen you in 
that dress, I will wager that you would have turned 
her head. My brother would have taken you for his 
page, and Heaven knows what ravages you would 
have committed in the hearts of our fair ladies ! But 
what were you saying of Haydn? I know that 
name; I recently received some music of his, I 
recollect, and it is good music. He is not the lad 
of whom you spoke? " 

"Pardon me, madam; he is a youth of twenty, 
who does not appear more than fifteen. He was my 
travelling companion, my sincere and faithful friend. 
At the edge of a little wood where our kidnappers 
stopped to breakfast, we took to flight ; they pursued 
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us ; we ran like hares, and had the happiness to reach 
a travelling carriage which contained the noble and 
handsome Frederick von Trenck, and a sometime 
lady-killer, Count Hoditz, of Roswald." 

"The husband of my aunt, the Margravine of 
Culmbach ! " cried the princess ; " that was another 
love match, Kleist ! It is, however, the only virtuous 
and wise thing that my fat aunt ever did in her life. 
What is Count Hoditz like? " 

Consuelo was about to attempt a detailed portrait 
of the master of Roswald, but the princess interrupted 
her to ask a thousand questions about Trenck, about 
the dress which he wore that day, and the smallest 
details concerning him ; and when Consuelo told how 
Trenck had flown to her defence, how he had nar- 
rowly escaped being struck by a ball, how he had 
finally put the villains to flight and set free an unfor- 
tunate deserter whom they were carrying off in their 
wagon, bound hand and foot, she was obliged to 
begin all over again, to explain the smallest circum- 
stances and repeat the most unimportant words. 
The joy and emotion of the princess were aroused 
to the highest pitch when she learned that Trenck 
and Count Hoditz having carried away the two 
young travellers in their carriage, the baron had paid 
no attention to Consuelo, that he never ceased to 
look at a portrait hidden in his breast, to sigh and to 
speak to the count of a mysterious love for a person 
of exalted rank, which was at once the happiness and 
the despair of his life. 
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When Consuelo was allowed to pass on, she related 
how Count Hoditz, having divined her sex at Passau, 
had wished to presume a little too far upon the pro- 
tection which he had afforded her, and how she had 
run away with Haydn to resume her modest and ad- 
venturous journey on a boat which descended the 
Danube. 

Finally she told how she and Haydn had earned 
their dinner by playing, the one on a pipe and the other 
on his violin, for some peasants to dance ; how she 
had arrived one evening at a pretty priory, still in 
disguise, and announcing herself as Signor Bertoni, 
a wandering musician, and a Zingaro by trade. 

" The master of this priory was," she said, " a pas- 
sionate lover of music, as well as a man of intelli- 
gence, and of excellent heart. He took a great liking 
to us, and to me especially, and even wished to 
adopt me, promising me a nice benefice if I would 
only take minor orders. The masculine gender 
began to bore me. I felt no more inclination for 
a tonsure than a drum ; but a strange event caused 
me somewhat to prolong my stay with this amiable 
man. A traveller, who was journeying by post, was 
seized with the pains of childbirth at the very door of 
the priory, and was delivered there of a little girl, whom 
she abandoned the morning afterwards, and whom I 
persuaded the good canon to adopt in my stead. 
She was named Angele, after her father, Anzoleto; 
and Madame Corilla, her mother, went to Vienna to 
intrigue for an engagement at the court theatre. 
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She obtained it to my exclusion. Prince Kaunitz 
presented her to the Empress Maria Theresa as a 
respectable widow; and I was rejected as being 
accused and vehemently suspected of being in love 
with Joseph Haydn, who received lessons from Por- 
pora, and lived in the same house with us." 

Consuelo detailed her interview with the great 
empress. The princess was very curious to hear 
about this extraordinary woman, in whose virtue they 
were unwilling to believe at Berlin, and to whom they 
ascribed, as lovers, Prince Kaunitz, Doctor van Swie- 
ten and the poet Metastasio. 

Consuelo finally told of her reconciliation with 
Corilla, brought about by Angele, and her debut in 
the principal roles at the imperial theatre, thanks to a 
remorse of conscience and a generous impulse in that 
singular girl. Then she told of the noble and sweet 
friendship which she had had with Baron Trenck 
while at the Venetian ambassador's, and related mi- 
nutely how, on bidding farewell to that amiable young 
man, she had agreed with him upon a sign of recog- 
nition, in case the persecution of the King of Prussia 
should make it necessary. She spoke of the music- 
book, the leaves of which were to serve as an enve- 
lope and a signature to the letters which he might 
send, in case of necessity, to the object of his love ; 
and she explained how she had recently been en- 
lightened, by one of these leaves, on the importance 
of a cabalistic writing which she had transmitted to 
the princess. 
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It will readily be understood that these explana- 
tions took more time than all the rest of the story. 
Finally, Porporina, having told of her departure from 
Vienna with Porpora, and how she had met King 
Frederick in the dress of a simple officer and under 
the name of Baron Kreutz at the marvellous castle 
of Roswald in Moravia, was obliged to mention the 
important service which she had rendered his majesty 
without knowing him. 

" That is what I am curious to learn," said Madame 
von Kleist. " Baron Pollnitz, who is fond of gossip- 
ing, confided to me that at supper recently his 
majesty had declared to his guests that his friend- 
ship for the beautiful Porporina had a more serious 
cause than a simple love affair." 

"Yet I did a very simple thing," replied Madame 
von Rudolstadt. " I employed the influence which I 
had over an unfortunate fanatic to prevent him from 
assassinating the king. Karl, the poor Bohemian 
giant whom Baron Trenck had delivered from the 
hands of the recruiters at the same time that he 
rescued me, had entered the service of Count Hoditz. 
He had just recognized the king ; he wished to avenge 
upon him the death of his wife and child, who had 
died of want and grief after he had been kidnapped 
the second time. Happily, this man had not for- 
gotten that I had contributed to his rescue, and that 
I had given some assistance to his wife. He allowed 
himself to be persuaded, and the gun to be taken 
from his hands. The king, concealed in a neighbour- 
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ing room, heard everything, as he has since told me, 
and for fear that his assassin might have a return of 
his fury, took, in going away, a different road to that 
on which Karl had designed to await him. The king 
was travelling on horseback alone with Herr von Bud- 
denbrock ; it is very probable that a skilful marksman 
like Karl, whom I saw three times in one morning 
hit the pigeon on the mast in the fete which Count 
Hoditz had given us, would not have missed his aim." 

" God knows," said the princess with a thoughtful 
air, " what changes in European politics and in the 
lot of individuals this misfortune would have wrought ! 
Now, my dear Rudolstadt, I think that I am very 
well informed in regard to the rest of your history, 
until the death of Count Albert. At Prague you met 
his uncle, the baron, who took you to the Castle of 
the Giants, only to see him die of consumption, after 
having married you as he was drawing his last breath. 
Then you could not make up your mind to love 
him?" 

" Alas ! madam, I loved him too late, and I have 
been cruelly punished for my hesitation and for my 
love of the stage. Compelled by my master, Porpora, 
to make my debut in Vienna, deceived by him as to 
the state of mind of Albert, whose last letters he had 
suppressed, and whom I thought cured of his fatal 
love, I had allowed myself to be carried away by the 
attractions of the theatre, and I had ended, while 
waiting for an engagement at Berlin, by playing in 
Vienna with a sort of intoxication." 
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"And with glory," said the princess; "we know 
that." 

"A miserable and fatal glory," replied Consuelo. 
" What your highness does not know is, that Albert 
had come secretly to Vienna, that he had seen me 
play, that, following all my steps like a mysterious 
shadow, he had heard me confess to Joseph Haydn 
behind the scenes that I could never give up my art 
without frightful regret. Still, I loved Albert. I 
swear before God that I had come to know that it 
was still more impossible to give him up than my 
profession, and that I had written him to tell him so ; 
but Porpora, who considered this love as an insane 
chimera, had taken my letter and burned it. I 
found Albert dying from quick consumption ; I gave 
him my troth, but could not restore him to life. I 
saw him lying in state, clad like a noble of the olden 
time, beautiful in the arms of death, and with his 
brow serene as that of the angel of forgiveness ; but 
I could not follow him to his last abode. I left him 
in his catafalque at the Castle of the Giants, under 
the care of Zdenko, that poor, mad prophet, who 
stretched out his hand to me with a smile. He, at 
least, more pious and more faithful than I, laid him 
in the tomb of his fathers without understanding that 
he would never rise again from that couch. And I set 
out, dragged by Porpora, a devoted but austere friend, 
a paternal but inflexible heart, who cried in my ears, 
beside the very coffin of my husband, ' You make your 
debut next Saturday in the Virtuosi Ridiculosi. 1 " 
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" A strange vicissitude, truly, of an artist's life ! " 
said the princess, wiping away a tear, for Porporina 
was sobbing as she concluded her story. " But you 
do not tell me, dear Consuelo, of the finest action of 
your life, and it is that of which Supperville informed 
me with admiration. That you might not afflict the 
old canoness, and not to derogate from your romantic 
disinterestedness, you renounced your title, dower and 
name ; you pledged to secrecy Supperville and Por- 
pora, the only witnesses of this hasty marriage, and 
you came here, poor as before, a Zingarella as 
always " — 

" And an artist forever ! " replied Consuelo ; " that 
is to say, independent, virgin, and dead to all feeling 
of love ; such, in short, as Porpora ceaselessly repre- 
sented to me the ideal type of a priestess of the 
Muses. He was victorious, my terrible master ! And 
now I have reached the point which he wished. I do 
not think that I am more happy or worth more for it. 
Since I no longer love, or feel capable of loving, I no 
longer feel the fire of inspiration or the emotions of 
the stage. This chilling climate and the atmosphere 
of the court throw me into a state of gloomy dejec- 
tion. The absence of Porpora, the deserted condi- 
tion in which I am, and the will of the king, who 
prolongs my engagement against my wish — I may 
confess that to you, madam, may I not? " 

" I ought to have guessed it. Poor child ! they 
think you proud of the species of preference with 
which the king honours you ; but you are his prisoner, 
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his slave, like me, like all his family, his favourites, his 
soldiers, his pages, his little dogs ! O prestige of 
royalty, aureole of great princes, how gloomy are you 
to those whose lives are spent in furnishing you rays 
and brightness ! But, dear Consuelo, you have still 
many things to tell me, and they are not those which 
interest me the least. I expect it of your sincerity 
that you inform me positively on what terms you are 
with my brother, and I will provoke it by my own. 
Believing that you were his mistress, and flattering 
myself that you could obtain of him Trenck's pardon, 
I sought you out to place our cause in your hands. 
Now that, thanks to Heaven, we no longer need you 
for that, and that I am happy to love you for your 
own sake, I think that you might tell me all without 
compromising yourself, especially as the king does 
not seem to have made great progress with you." 

" The way in which you speak of this matter makes 
me shudder, madam," replied Consuelo, turning pale. 
" Only within a week have I heard them whispering 
around me, with an air of seriousness, concerning this 
pretended inclination of the king, our master, for his 
sad and trembling subject. Until then I had never 
conceived the possibility of anything more between us 
than a gay chat, kindly on his part, respectful on 
mine. He has shown friendship for me, and a grati- 
tude too great for so simple an action as I performed 
at Roswald. But between that and love there is an 
abyss, and I fervently hope that his thought has not 
crossed it." 
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"I believe the contrary. He is brusque, teasing 
and familiar with you ; he speaks to you as to a boy ; 
he passes his hand over your head as he does to his 
greyhounds ; he has pretended to his friends for some 
days to be less in love with you than with anybody. 
All this proves that he is in the way to become so. I 
know him well ; and I assure you that before long you 
will have to declare yourself. What course will you 
follow? If you resist, you are lost ; if you yield, you 
are still more so. What will you do if it happens? " 

" Neither one thing nor the other ; I shall do like 
his recruits, and desert." 

"That is not so easy, and I should not like it, for I 
am becoming singularly attached to you, and believe 
that he would set the recruiters once more on your 
trail, rather than see you leave. The matter is seri- 
ous, and needs consideration. Tell me everything 
that has happened since the death of Count Albert." 

"A few strange and inexplicable events amid a 
monotonous and gloomy life. I will tell you them 
just as they are, and perhaps your highness may assist 
me to comprehend them." 

" I will try, on condition that you call me Amelia, 
as a while ago. I do not wish to be highness before 
daylight to-morrow." 

Porporina went on with her story in these 
words : — 

" I told Madame von Kleist, when she did me the 
honour to come to my house for the first time, that I 
had been separated from Porpora on arriving from 
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Bohemia, at the Prussian frontier. I am still ignorant 
whether my master's passport was not in proper form, 
or whether the king had anticipated our arrival by one 
of those orders, the rapidity of which seems marvel- 
lous, to forbid Porpora's entrance into his dominions. 
This thought, unjust, perhaps, occurred to me at first, 
for I recollected the rude levity and scoffing sincerity 
with which Porpora had defended Trenck, and con- 
demned the harshness of the king when, at supper 
at Roswald, the king, passing as Baron Kreutz, an- 
nounced to us, himself, Trenck's pretended treason 
and his imprisonment at Glatz" — 

"Indeed!" cried the princess; "it was in con- 
nection with Trenck that Porpora displeased the king ? " 

" The king never spoke to me of it, and I feared 
to remind him of it. But it is certain that in spite of 
my prayers and his majesty's promises, Porpora has 
never been recalled." 

"And he never will be," replied Amelia, "for the 
king forgets nothing and never pardons frankness 
when it wounds his pride. The Solomon of the 
North hates and persecutes whoever doubts the in- 
fallibility of his judgments ; especially when his sen- 
tence is only a clumsy pretence and an odious 
pretext to rid him of an enemy. So you may make 
up your mind to this, my child ; you will never see 
Porpora in Berlin." 

" In spite of the grief which I feel at his absence, 
I no longer desire to see him here, madam, and I 
shall make no further attempts to have the king 
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pardon him. I received this morning a letter from 
my master, announcing the reception of an opera of 
his at the Imperial Theatre in Vienna. After a 
thousand disappointments he has at last accom- 
plished his end, and the opera is to be placed in 
study. I should think of joining him much rather 
than of sending for him; but I fear greatly that I 
should be no more free to leave here than I was not 
to come." 

" What do you mean ? " 

" At the frontier, when I saw that they were forc- 
ing my master to re-enter his carriage and retrace his 
steps, I wished to accompany him, and throw up my 
engagement at Berlin. I was so indignant at the 
brutality and apparent bad faith of such a reception, 
that I would have paid the forfeit by toiling with the 
sweat on my brow rather than go farther into a 
country so despotically ruled. But at the first evi- 
dence which I gave of my intentions, I was directed 
by the police officers to enter another post-chaise 
which was brought and horsed in a moment ; and as 
I saw myself surrounded by soldiers quite determined 
to force me, I embraced my master with tears, 
and resigned myself to being brought to Berlin, 
where I arrived, worn out with fatigue and grief, at 
midnight. I was set down near the palace, not far 
from the Opera, at a pretty house belonging to the 
king, and so arranged that I was lodged there abso- 
lutely alone. I found servants at my orders and a 
supper prepared. I have learned that Baron Pollnitz 
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had received orders to prepare everything against my 
arrival. I was hardly settled when I was asked if I 
would see Baron Kreutz. I made haste to receive 
him, impatient as I was to complain to him of the 
reception accorded to Porpora, and to ask reparation 
of him. I pretended, therefore, not to know that 
the Baron Kreutz was Frederick II. I could do 
this; because the deserter Karl, when he confided 
to me his project of assassinating him, as a superior 
officer of the Prussian army, had not spoken his 
name, and I had learned it only from the mouth of 
Count Hoditz, after the king had left Roswald. He 
entered with a smiling and affable manner which I 
had not seen him wear when he was incognito. 
Under his pseudonym, and in a foreign country, he 
was a little constrained. In Berlin it seemed to me 
that he had recovered all the majesty of his role, that 
is to say, the protecting kindness and generous sweet- 
ness with which he knows so well how to ornament, 
on occasions, his omnipotence. He came to me 
holding out his hand and asking me if I recollected 
seeing him anywhere. 'Yes, baron,' I replied, 'and 
I recollect that you offered and promised me your 
good offices at Berlin if I should chance to need 
them.' Then I told him with animation what had 
happened to me at the frontier, and asked him if he 
could not lay before the king a demand for repara- 
tion for this outrage to an illustrious maestro and for 
the constraint exercised upon me. ' Reparation ! ' re- 
plied the king, smiling ironically ; € nothing but that ? 
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Would Signor Porpora like to call the King of Prussia 
into the lists? And would Signora Porporina exact, 
perhaps, that he place a knee upon the ground 
before her ? ' 

"This mockery increased my irritation. 'Your 
majesty may add irony to what I have already suf- 
fered, but I would rather have cause to bless him 
than fear him.' 

" The king shook my arm somewhat rudely. • Ah, 
you too are trying to outwit me ! * he said, fixing his 
penetrating eyes upon mine ; ' I thought you simple 
and full of honesty, and yet you knew me perfectly 
well at Roswald.' — 'No, sire,' I replied, 'I did not 
know you, and I wish to Heaven that I never had 
known you.' — ' I cannot say as much,' returned he 
kindly ; ' for without you I should perhaps have re- 
mained in some ditch in the park at Roswald. Success 
in battle is not a defence against the bullet of an 
assassin, and I shall never forget that if the destiny 
of Prussia is still in my hands, it is to a good little 
soul, an enemy to cowardly plots, that I owe it. 
Therefore, my dear Porporina, your ill-humour will not 
make me ungrateful. Calm yourself, I pray, and tell 
me clearly of what you complain, for thus far I do 
not understand it very well.' 

" Whether the king was pretending to know nothing, 
or whether the police really thought they saw some 
fault in the form of my master's papers, he listened to 
my account very attentively, and said to me after- 
wards, with the calm air of a judge who does not wish 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 



131 



to decide lightly, 'I will examine all this, and give 
you a good account of it ; I should be greatly sur- 
prised if my people had made trouble, without a 
motive, for a traveller whose papers were correct. 
There must be some mistake. I will know about it ; 
make yourself easy on that score ; and if any one 
has exceeded his orders, he will be punished.' — ' Sire, 
that is not what I wish. I asked you to recall Por- 
pora.' — ' And I promise it,' he replied. — ' Now put 
on a less gloomy look, and tell me how you found 
out my incognito.' 

"Then I talked freely with the king, and I found 
him so good, so amiable, so seductive in his speech, 
that I forgot all the prejudices which I had against 
him, and only admired his mind, at once judicious and 
brilliant; his manners, easy, with a kindness which 
I had not found in Maria Theresa; in short, the 
delicacy of his sentiments in all the matters upon 
which he touched in conversation. € Listen,' he said 
to me, as he took his hat to leave, ' I have one piece 
of friendly advice to give you upon your arrival 
here ; that is, never to speak to any one of the ser- 
vice which you have rendered me, or of the visit which 
I have made you this evening. Although there is 
nothing which is not very honourable to us both in my 
eagerness to thank you, it would give rise to a very 
false idea of 'the relations of mind and friendship 
which I wish to have with you. You would be an 
object of distrust to some and of jealousy to others. 
Your smallest annoyance would be that you would 
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call down upon yourself a cloud of solicitors who 
would wish to make you the channel of their stupid 
requests ; and as you would no doubt have the good 
sense not te wish to play this role, you would make 
yourself the object of their importunities or their 
enmity.' — 'I promise your majesty/ I replied, 'to 
act as you have ordered me.' — ' I order you to do 
nothing, Consuelo,' he returned ; ' but I count upon 
your wisdom and your integrity. I saw in you, at the 
first glance, a noble soul and a judicious mind ; and 
it is because I desire to make of you the pearl of 
my department of the fine arts, that I sent from the 
other end of Silesia, the order for them to furnish 
you at my cost with a carriage to bring you from the 
frontier, as soon as you should appear there. It is 
not my fault if they have made of it a kind of prison 
on wheels, and if they have separated you from your 
protector. And until I can restore him to you, I 
wish to replace him, if you find me worthy of the 
same confidence and the same attachment that you 
have for him.' 

"I confess, my dear Amelia, that I was greatly 
touched by this paternal language and this delicate 
friendship. There was mingled with it, perhaps, a 
little pride; and tears came to my eyes when the 
king extended his hand to me as he was leaving. I 
had nearly kissed it, as was no doubt" my duty ; but 
since I am confessing, I must say that as I was about 
to do so, I was seized with terror and as if paralyzed 
by the chill of distrust. It seemed to me that the 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 



133 



king was cajoling me and flattering my vanity to pre- 
vent my relating the scene at Roswald, which might 
produce in some minds an impression contrary to his 
policy. It seemed to me also that he feared to 
appear ridiculous for having been kind and grateful 
to me. And then, suddenly, in less than a second, I 
recollected the terrible military regime of Prussia, of 
which Baron Trenck had minutely informed me ; the 
ferocity of the recruiters, the misfortunes of Karl, the 
imprisonment of that noble Trenck, which I attributed 
to the rescue of the poor deserter ; the cries of a 
soldier whom I had seen beaten that morning as I 
was passing through a village, and all this despotic 
system which makes the strength and the glory of the 
great Frederick. I could no longer hate him person- 
ally ; but I already saw in him the absolute master, 
the natural enemy of all simple hearts who do not 
comprehend the necessity of inhuman laws, and who 
cannot understand the mysteries of government." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

" Since that day," continued Porporina, " I have 
never seen the king at my house, but he has some- 
times summoned me to Sans Souci, where I have 
even passed several days in succession with my com- 
rades Porporino or Conciolini ; and here, to play the 
clavichord in his private concerts and accompany the 
violin of Herr Graun or Benda, or the flute of Herr 
Quantz, or even the king himself." 

"Which is much less agreeable than to accompany 
the others," said the Princess of Prussia; "for I 
know by experience that my dear brother, when he 
plays false notes or loses the time, finds fault with 
those playing with him, and quarrels with them." 

" It is true," replied Porporina ; " and his skilful 
master, Herr Quantz himself, is not always safe from 
these little injustices. But when his majesty has lost 
his temper in this way, he quickly repairs the wrong 
by signs of respect and delicate praise, which pour 
balm into the wounds of pride. It is thus that, by 
an affectionate word or an exclamation of admiration, 
he succeeds in gaining pardon for his rudeness and 
ill-temper, even from artists, who are the most sus- 
ceptible people in the world." 

" But you, after all that you know about him, and 
with your modest uprightness, can you allow yourself 
to be fascinated by this basilisk? " 
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u I must confess to you, madam, that I have fre- 
quently submitted to his ascendancy without being 
conscious of it. As these little artifices have always 
been foreign to my nature, I am always duped by 
them, and it is only upon reflection that I perceive 
them afterwards. He has always been fatherly 
towards me. But I have never found myself alone 
with him but twice or three times in the gardens at 
Sans Souci, and I must confess that it was then only 
after observing the hour when he walked, and placing 
myself purposely in his way. Then he would call me, 
or come courteously to meet me, # and I would seize 
upon the occasion to speak of Porpora and renew my 
request. I always received the same promises, with- 
out ever accomplishing any result. Later I changed 
my tactics, asked leave to return to Vienna ; but the 
king would listen to my prayers sometimes with affec- 
tionate reproaches, sometimes with icy coldness, but 
generally with marked ill- humour. This latter attempt 
has not been, on the whole, more successful than the 
others ; and even when the king had replied to me 
sharply, 'Go, signora, you are free/ I could obtain 
neither the settlement of my accounts, a passport, nor 
leave to travel. Matters are in this state, and I see 
no resource but in flight, if my position here becomes 
too difficult to endure. Alas ! madam, I have often 
been wounded by Maria Theresa's lack of taste in 
music ; I never thought then that a music-loving king 
might be much more to be dreaded than an empress 
who had no ear. 
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" I have told you briefly all my relations with his 
majesty. I have never had reason to fear or even to 
suspect this caprice of loving me, which your highness 
attributes to him. Only I have had the vanity to 
think sometimes that, thanks to my small musical 
talents and the romantic occasion upon which I had 
the happiness to preserve his life, the king had a kind 
of friendship for me. He has told me so, so often and 
with so much grace, with so sincere an air of frank- 
ness; he has appeared to take, in conversing with 
me, a pleasure so marked by good nature, that I have 
myself become accustomed, without knowing it, per- 
haps, and certainly in spite of myself, to like him 
with a sort of friendship. The word is strange, and 
no doubt out of place in my mouth ; but the feeling 
of affectionate respect and timid confidence with 
which I am filled by the presence, the look, the 
voice, and the kind words of this royal basilisk, as 
you call him, is as strange as it is sincere. We are 
to tell everything, and it is understood that I am to 
feel no constraint; well, I declare to you that the 
king inspires me with fear and almost with horror, 
when I do not see him, and when I breathe the air of 
his empire ; but that when I do see him, I fall under 
the charm, and am ready to give all the proofs of 
devotion that a timid but affectionate daughter can 
give to a strict but kind father." 

" You make me tremble ! " cried the princess ; 
" good heaven ! suppose you were to be influenced 
or controlled to the point of betraying our cause ? " 
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" Oh, as for that, madam, never ! Have no fear. 
When my friends, or simply others, are in question, I 
defy the king, or even yet more skilful persons, if such 
there be, to cause me to fall into a trap." 

" I believe you ; you exercise over me, by your 
frankness, the same ascendancy that you experience 
from Frederick. Come, do not be angry ; I am not 
comparing you. Go on with your story, and tell 
me about Cagliostro. I have been told that at a 
seance of magic he showed you a dead person, whom 
I suppose to be Count Albert." 

" I am ready to satisfy you, noble Amelia ; but if I 
resolve to narrate to you still another painful adven- 
ture, which I should like to be able to forget, I have 
the right to ask you some questions, according to the 
agreement which we made." 

" I am ready to answer you." 

" Well, madam, do you believe that the dead can 
leave their tombs, or, at least, that a reflection of their 
figures, animated by an appearance of life, can be 
called up at the will of magicians, and take possession 
of our imaginations to the point of reproducing them- 
selves afterwards before our eyes and of troubling our 
reason?" 

" The question is very complicated, and all that I 
can reply is that I believe in nothing that is impossi- 
ble. I believe no more in the power of magic than in 
the resurrection of dead people. As to our poor, 
mad imagination, I believe it is capable of anything." 

"Your highness — pardon me — you do not be- 
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lieve in magic, and yet — but the question is, no 
doubt, indiscreet." 

" Go on. * And yet I am addicted to the practice 
of magic ; ' that is well known. Well, my child, allow 
me to give you the explanation of this strange contra- 
diction at the proper time. From the writing sent by 
the sorcerer, Saint Germain, which was, in reality, a 
letter from Trenck to me, you must already perceive 
that this pretended necromancy can serve as a pre- 
text for many things. But to reveal all that it con- 
ceals from the common eye, all that it saves from the 
espionage of courts and the tyranny of laws, would not 
be the affair of a moment. Be patient, I have re- 
solved to initiate you into all my secrets. You de- 
serve it better than my dear Kleist, who is a timid and 
superstitious soul. Yes, this angel of fondness, this 
tender heart, has no common sense. She believes in 
the devil, sorcerers, ghosts and omens, just as if she 
had not before her eyes and in her hands the myste- 
rious clue to the great work. She is like those olden 
alchemists who patiently and learnedly created mon- 
sters, and were frightened afterwards at their own 
work, to the point of becoming the slaves of familiar 
spirits sprung from their own alembics." 

" Perhaps I should be no braver than Madame von 
Kleist, and I confess that I have had a specimen of 
the power, if not of the infallibility, of Cagliostro. 
Just imagine, after having promised to show me the 
person of whom I was thinking, and whose name he 
pretended to read in my eyes, he showed me another ; 
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and more than that, in showing him to me alive, he 
seemed to be completely ignorant that he was dead. 
But, in spite of this double error, he resuscitated before 
my eyes the husband whom I had lost, which will 
always be for me a painful and terrible enigma.' ' 

" He showed you some phantom, and your imagi- 
nation did the rest." 

" My imagination had nothing to do with it, I can 
assure you. I expected to see in a glass, behind a 
gauze veil, a portrait of Porpora ; for I had spoken 
of him several times at supper, and as I was deploring 
aloud his absence, I observed that Cagliostro was 
paying great attention to my words. To render his 
task the easier, I chose in my thoughts the face of 
Porpora for the subject of the apparition ; and I was 
waiting calmly, not thus far taking the matter seri- 
ously. Indeed, if there ever was a single moment in 
my life when I did not think of Herr von Rudolstadt, 
it was that one. Cagliostro asked me on entering his 
magic laboratory if I would consent to allow him to 
bandage my eyes, and to accompany him, holding his 
hand. As I knew him to be a well-bred man, I did 
not hesitate to accept his offer, and only made the 
condition that he should not leave me for an instant. 
' I was/ he said, ' just about to ask you not to move a 
step from me, and not to let go of my hand, no mat- 
ter what happens, nor what emotion you may feel.' 
I promised, but a simple affirmation did not satisfy 
him. He made me solemnly swear that I would not 
make a gesture or an exclamation, that I would remain 
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silent and motionless during the apparition. After 
that he put on his glove, and having covered my head 
with a black velvet hood which fell to my shoulders, 
he caused me to walk for about five minutes without 
my hearing a single door open or shut. The hood 
prevented me from feeling any change in the atmos- 
phere ; consequently I cannot tell whether I had left 
the cabinet, he caused me to turn about so often, to 
lose the sense of the direction that I was following. 
At last he stopped, and with one hand removed the 
hood so lightly that I did not feel it. My breathing, 
which had become more free, alone told me that I was 
at liberty to look ; but I was in such thick darkness 
that I was no more advanced. Little by little, how- 
ever, I perceived a luminous star, at first weak and 
trembling, bur soon clear and brilliant, shining before 
me. It appeared at first very far off, but when it was 
entirely lighted up, it seemed to me quite near at hand. 
It really was, I think, an intense light behind some- 
thing transparent. Cagliostro made me draw near the 
star, which was pierced in the wall, and I saw, on the 
other side of this wall, a room singularly decorated 
and filled with candles placed in a systematic order. 
This apartment had in its ornaments and arrangement 
the character of a place intended for operations in 
magic. But I had not time to examine it carefully ; 
my attention was absorbed by a person seated before 
a table. He was alone, and was sitting with his face 
concealed in his hands, as if plunged in a profound 
meditation. I therefore could not discern his features, 
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and his figure was disguised by a costume which I 
have never seen worn by any one else. So far as I 
could observe, it was a gown or a cloak of white satin 
lined with purple, and fastened on the breast by golden 
hieroglyphical jewels, upon which I could distinguish 
a rose, a cross, a triangle, a death's-head, and several 
rich cordons of various colours. All that I could un- 
derstand was that this was not Porpora. But after a 
minute or two this mysterious person, whom I began 
to take for a statue, slowly removed his hands, and I 
distinctly saw the face of Count Albert ; not as I had 
seen it the last time, covered with the shadows of 
death, but animated in its paleness and full of soul in 
its serenity, — such, in short, as I had seen him in his 
best moments of calmness and confidence. I came 
near crying out and breaking, by an involuntary ges- 
ture, the glass which separated me from him. But a 
violent pressure of Cagliostro's hand reminded me of 
my oath, and filled me with a vague terror. Besides, 
at the same moment a door opened at the end of the 
room in which I saw Albert, and several unknown 
persons, clad nearly as he was, came in with swords in 
their hands. After making various singular gestures, 
as if they had been playing in a pantomime, they each 
in turn addressed him solemnly in incomprehensible 
words. He rose, went toward them, and replied to 
them in equally obscure language, which conveyed no 
meaning to my mind, although I now know German 
as well as my mother- tongue. This dialogue resembled 
those which one hears in dreams ; and the oddness of 
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this scene, the marvellous character of this apparition, 
really bore so much the nature of a dream, that I tried 
to move to assure myself that I was not asleep. But 
Cagliostro compelled me to remain motionless, and I 
recognized Albert's voice so perfectly that it was im- 
possible for me to doubt the reality of what I saw. 
At last, overcome by the desire to speak to him, I was 
about to forget my oath, when the black hood again 
fell over my head. I tore it off violently, but the 
crystal star had vanished, and everything was dark 
once more. ' If you make the slightest movement/ 
murmured Cagliostro in a shaking voice, ' neither you 
nor I will ever see the light again.* I had the strength 
to accompany him, and to walk for a long time in 
zigzags in an unknown space. At last, when he finally 
took off my hood, I found myself in the laboratory, 
faintly lighted as it had been at the beginning of this 
adventure. Cagliostro was very pale and still trem- 
bling, for I had felt, as I walked with him, that his 
arm was shaken by a nervous tremor, and that he 
made me walk very fast, as if he were greatly terri- 
fied. His first words to me were bitter reproaches on 
my lack of integrity and on the frightful danger to 
which I had exposed him by trying to break my 
promise. ' I should have remembered/ he added in 
a hard and angry tone, 'that a woman's word of 
honour does not bind her, and that one should beware 
of yielding to their vain and rash curiosity.' 

" Until then I had not thought of sharing in my 
guide's terror. I had been so struck by the idea of 
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finding Albert alive, that I had not asked myself 
whether it were humanly possible. I had even for- 
gotten that death had forever taken from me this 
dear and precious friend. The emotion of the ma- 
gician reminded me at last how marvellous it all was, 
and that I had just seen a ghost. Still, my reason 
rejected what was impossible, and the sharpness of 
Cagliostro's reproaches aroused in me an irritation 
which saved me from weakness. 'You pretend to 
believe in your own lies/ I replied to him with ani- 
mation, ' but you are having a very cruel sport. Oh, 
yes ! you are playing with the most sacred things, with 
death itself/ — 'Soul without faith or strength!' he 
returned passionately, but with an imposing ex- 
pression, ' you believe in death like the vulgar herd, 
and yet you have had a great teacher, — a teacher 
who has said to you a hundred times, we do not die. 
Nothing dies. There is no death. You accuse me of 
lying, and you seem to forget that the only lie which 
there has been here is this very word "death," in your 
impious mouth.' I confess that this strange reply 
disordered all my ideas, and overcame for an instant 
all the resistance of my troubled spirit. How could 
this man know so well my relations with Albert, and 
even his secret doctrines ? Did he share in his faith, 
or was he using it as a means of gaining ascendancy 
over my imagination ? 

" I was confused and overcome. But I soon said 
to myself that this vulgar manner of interpreting 
Albert's belief could not be mine, and that it was in 
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the power of God alone, and not pf the impostor 
Cagliostro, to call up the dead or to reawaken life. 
Convinced at last that I was the dupe of an illusion 
now inexplicable, but the key to which I should some 
day find, I rose, praising the sorcerer for his tact, and 
asking him with a little irony for an explanation of 
the strange conversation which the ghosts had held 
together. Thereupon he replied to me that it was 
impossible for him to satisfy me, and that I ought to 
be satisfied with seeing that person calm and usefully 
occupied. 'You would ask me in vain/ he added, 
' what are his thoughts and actions in life. I do not 
even know his name. When you thought of him and 
asked to see him, there was formed between him and 
you a mysterious communication which my power 
has been able to render efficacious to the point of 
bringing him before you. My knowledge goes no 
farther than that.' — ' Your knowledge,' I said, ' does 
not even go that far, for I thought of Maestro Por- 
pora, and it was not Porpora that your power called 
up.' — ' I know nothing about that,' he replied with 
terrifying solemnity ; ' I do not wish to know. I saw 
nothing, either in your thought or in the magic pict- 
ure. My reason could not endure such sights, and I 
need to preserve all my clearness of mind to exercise 
my power. But the laws of science are infallible, 
and you must have thought of some one besides Por- 
pora, — without being conscious of it, perhaps, — 
since it was not he whom you saw.' " 

"Yes, those are the fine words of madmen of that 
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kind," said the princess, shrugging her shoulders, 
" Each of them has his own method, but they all, by 
means of a captious reasoning which might be called 
the logic of madness, manage never to be left in the 
lurch, and to befog with large phrases the ideas of 
others." 

" Mine were, certainly," Consuelo went on, " and 
I had no longer the power to analyze. This appa- 
rition of Albert, true or false, caused me to feel more 
acutely the pain of having lost him forever, and I 
burst into tears. ' Consuelo/ said the magician in a 
solemn tone, as he offered me his hand to lead me 
out (and you may imagine that my true name, un- 
known to every one here, was a new surprise to me 
when it fell from his lips), ' you have great faults to 
repair, and I hope that you will neglect nothing to re- 
gain the peace of your conscience.' I had not the 
strength to reply. I tried in vain to hide my tears 
from my comrades, who were waiting impatiently for 
me in the next room. I was still more impatient to 
withdraw; and as soon as I was alone, after giving 
free course to my grief, I passed the night lost in 
reflections and speculations upon the scenes of this 
dreadful evening. The more I strove to comprehend 
it, the more I went astray in a labyrinth of uncer- 
tainty ; and I must confess that my suppositions were 
often more mad and unwholesome than would have 
been a blind credulity in the oracles of magic. Weary 
of this fruitless labour, I resolved to suspend judgment 
until I should receive some light. But from that time 
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I remained impressionable, nervous, sick in mind and 
profoundly sad. I did not feel the loss of my friend 
more acutely than before; but remorse, which his 
generous pardon had lulled to sleep, came to torment 
me continually. By exercising without obstacles my 
profession as an artist, I quickly became weary of the 
frivolous intoxication of success ; and besides, in this 
country, where it seems to me that the minds of the 
people are as gloomy as the climate " — 

" And as the despotism," added the abbess. 

" In this country where I feel gloomy and chilled 
myself, I soon recognized the fact that I was not 
making the progress which I had hoped to make." 

"What progress would you like to make? We 
have never heard anything to approach you, and I do 
not believe that there is a more perfect singer in the 
world. I say what I think, and this is not a compli- 
ment after the manner of Frederick." 

" Even though your highness were not mistaken, 
of which I am ignorant," added Consuelo with a 
smile, — " for except the Romanina and Tesi I have 
heard hardly any singers but myself, — I think that 
there is always much to attempt and something to 
discover beyond what has been done. Well, this 
ideal which I had in my heart I might have ap- 
proached in a life of action and effort, of bold enter- 
prise and sympathy, — of enthusiasm, in a word I But 
the cold regularity which reigns here; the military 
order established even behind the scenes of the 
theatre ; the calm and continual kindliness of a public 
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which thinks about its business as it listens to us ; the 
high protection of the king, which guarantees us a 
success decreed in advance; the absence of rivalry 
and novelty in the members of the company and in 
the choice of operas ; and, above all, the idea of an 
indefinite captivity, — this whole bourgeois life, coldly 
laborious, mournfully glorious and necessarily sordid, 
which we lead in Prussia, has taken from me the hope 
and even the desire of perfecting myself. There are 
days when I feel so devoid of energy and wanting in that 
sensitive pride which helps the conscience of an artist, 
that I would pay for a hiss to arouse me. But, alas ! 
whether I miss my cue or lose my strength before the 
end of my task, there is always the same applause. 
It gives me no pleasure when I do not deserve it ; it 
gives me pain when, by chance, I do deserve it; 
for it is as officially measured by etiquette as ever, 
and yet I feel that I deserve something more spon- 
taneous. All this must appear puerile to you, noble 
Amelia ; but you desired to see into the depths of the 
heart of an actress, and I am concealing nothing from 
you." 

" You explain it so naturally that I understand it as 
if I felt it myself. I would even, to render you a ser- 
vice, hiss you when I saw you languid, reserving the 
right to throw you a wreath of roses when I had 
aroused you." 

" Alas ! good princess, neither would please the 
king. The king does not wish any one to offend his 
singers, because he knows that infatuation follows fast 
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upon abuse. There is, consequently, no remedy for 
my ennui, in spite of your generous intention. To 
this languor is added more and more every day the 
regret for having preferred so false an existence, and 
one so devoid of emotions, to a life of love and devo- 
tion. Since the adventure with Cagliostro, especially, 
a sombre melancholy has taken possession of my 
soul. Not a night passes in which I do not dream 
of Albert, and see him irritated with me, or indifferent 
and preoccupied, speaking an incomprehensible lan- 
guage and plunged in meditations which are wholly 
foreign to our love, just as I saw him in the magic 
scene. I often awake, bathed in a cold sweat, and 
weep as I think that in the new existence into which 
death has ushered him, his sad and terrified soul may 
be conscious of my disdain and ingratitude. At any 
rate, I killed him, that is certain ; and it is not in the 
power of any man, even had he made a compact with 
all the powers of heaven and hell, to reunite me to 
him. I can, therefore, repair nothing in this life, 
which I drag on, useless and solitary, and I have no 
desire but to soon see the end of it." 
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CHAPTER X. 

" Have you formed no new friendships here ? " 
asked Princess Amelia. " Among the many persons 
of intelligence and talent that my brother boasts of 
having attracted from every quarter of the world, are 
there none worthy of esteem? " 

" Certainly there are, madam ; and if I had not 
felt inclined for retirement and solitude, I might 
have found kindly hearts about me. Mademoiselle 
Cochois " — 

"The Marquise d'Argens, you mean?" 

" I did not know that that was her name." 

" You are discreet, and you are right. Well, she is 
a superior person? " 

" Extremely, and very good at heart, though she is 
a little vain of the marquis's attentions and instruc- 
tion, and looks down a little from the height of her 
greatness upon the artists, her associates." 

" She would be greatly humbled if she knew who 
you are. The name of Rudolstadt is one of the 
most illustrious in Saxony, and the D'Argens are only 
modest gentry of Provence or Languedoc. And 
Madame Coccei — what of her? Do you know 
her?" 

"As, since her marriage, Mademoiselle Barberini 
no longer dances at the Opera, and lives in the 
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country the greater part of the time, I have had 
little opportunity of seeing her. She is the one of 
all the women about the theatre to whom I felt most 
strongly drawn, and I have been frequently invited 
by her and her husband to visit them at their country 
place ; but the king gave me to understand that this 
would greatly displease him, so that 1 have been 
compelled to renounce the pleasure without knowing 
why I was subjected to the deprivation." 

" I will inform you. The king made love to 
Mademoiselle Barberini, who preferred the son of the 
high chancellor, and the king fears her bad example 
for you. But are you intimate with no one among 
the men?" 

"I am great friends with Herr Franz Benda, his 
majesty's first violin. There is a similarity between 
his fate and my own. He led the life of a Zingaro 
in youth, as I did in my childhood ; like me he is but 
little intoxicated by the greatness of this world, and 
prefers liberty to wealth. He has often told me how 
he ran away from the court of Saxony to take up the 
wandering, happy and indigent life of the travelling 
artist. The world does not know that there are on 
the public roads and in the streets virtuosos of great 
merit. It was an old blind Jew, who, on highways 
and byways, gave Benda his education. He was 
named Loebel, and Benda never speaks of him but 
with admiration, although he died upon a truss of 
straw, or even, perhaps, in a ditch. Before devoting 
himself to the violin, Herr Franz Benda had a superb 
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voice, and made singing his profession. In the pure 
air of a vagabond liberty he acquired another talent 
— his genius took a new flight ; and from this stroll- 
ing conservatory sprang the magnificent virtuoso 
whose assistance in his chamber concerts his majesty 
does not despise. George Benda, his youngest 
brother, is also an original character, full of genius, 
and by turns an epicurean and a misanthrope. His 
capricious temper is not always amiable, but he is 
always interesting. I fancy that he will never manage 
to settle down like his other brothers, who all now 
bear with resignation the gilded chain of the royal 
dilettanteism. But he, either because he is younger, 
or because his nature is untamable, is always talking 
of flight. He is so sincerely bored here, that it is a 
pleasure for me to be bored with him. ,, 

"And do you not hope that this will lead to a 
more tender sentiment? It would not be the first 
time that love had been born of ennui." 

" I neither fear it nor hope it," replied Consuelo, 
" for I feel that it will never happen. I have told 
you, dear Amelia, that there is something strange 
occurring in me. Since Albert is no more, I love 
him ; I think only of him ; I can love no one but 
him. I think, I must confess, that this is the first 
time that love ever was born of death, and yet it is 
what has happened to me. I cannot console myself 
for not having given happiness to a being who was 
worthy of it, and this obstinate regret has become a 
fixed idea, a sort of passion — a madness, perhaps ! " 
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" It seems to me a little like it," said the princess. 
" It is at least a disease. And yet it is one which I 
can comprehend, and from which I, too, suffer ; for 
I love an absent man whom I shall never, perhaps, 
see again. Is that not almost as though I loved a 
dead one? But tell me, is not my brother Henry 
an amiable gentleman?" 

"Yes, certainly." 

"Very fond of the beautiful, with the soul of an 
artist, a hero in war, with a face which strikes and 
pleases without being handsome, a haughty and inde- 
pendent spirit, an enemy of despotism, the unsubdued 
and threatening slave of my brother, the tyrant, — in 
short, the best of the family, without a doubt? They 
say that he is very much in love with you ; has he not 
told you so?" 

" I regarded it as a jest." 

" And you had no desire to take it seriously ? " 

" No, madam." 

" You are very hard to please, my dear. What do 
you object to in him?" 

" A great fault, or at least an insuperable obstacle 
to my love for him, — he is a prince." 

" Thank you for the compliment, spiteful creature ! 
So he had nothing to do with your fainting during the 
performance the other day? It was said that the 
king, jealous of the fashion in which he looked at you, 
had placed him under arrest at the beginning of the 
play, and that grief had made you ill." 

" I was wholly ignorant that the prince had been 
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placed under arrest, and I am very sure that I was not 
the cause of it. The cause of my accident was very 
different. Just fancy, madam ; in the middle of the 
piece which I was singing, somewhat mechanically, as 
is too often the case with me here, I turned my eyes 
aimlessly towards the boxes in the first tier which are 
near the stage ; and suddenly in that of Count Golow- 
kin I saw a pale face appear at the back, and lean 
insensibly forward, as if to look at me. This face 
was that of Albert, madam. I swear it before God, I 
saw it, I recognized it ; I do not know whether it was 
an illusion, but it is impossible to have a more horri- 
ble or more complete one." 

" Poor child ! you see visions, that is certain." 

" Oh ! that is not all. Last week, when I had 
given you Baron Trenck's letter, as I was leaving, I 
went astray in the palace, and at the entrance to the 
museum met Herr Stoss, with whom I stopped to 
speak. Well, I saw again this same face of Albert's ; 
but instead of being indifferent, as it had been the 
night before at the theatre, it was threatening, as I see 
it ceaselessly in my dreams, — angry or disdainful." 

" And Herr Stoss saw it also? " 

"He saw it perfectly, and told me that it was a 
certain Trismegistus, whom your highness amuses 
yourself in consulting as a necromancer." 

"Ah, merciful heavens!" cried Madame von 
Kleist, " I was sure that he was a real sorcerer. I 
have never been able to look at him without fright. 
Although he has handsome features and a noble air, 
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there is something diabolical in his face ; and I am 
sure that, like Proteus, he takes whatever appearance 
he likes, to frighten people. And besides, he is a 
grumbler and a scoffer, like all people of his kind. I 
recollect that once, when drawing my horoscope, he 
accused me point-blank of having been divorced from 
Herr von Kleist because he was ruined. He blamed 
me savagely for it. I wished to defend myself; and 
as he spoke somewhat haughtily to me, I began to be 
angry, when he predicted with great vehemence that I 
should marry again, and that my second husband 
would perish by my fault still more wretchedly than 
the first, but that I should be well punished by my 
remorse and by public contempt. As he said this, his 
face became so terrible that I thought I saw that of 
Herr von Kleist resuscitated, and I fled to her royal 
highness's apartments screaming aloud." 

" Yes, it was a droll scene," said the princess, who 
resumed at times, as if in spite of herself, her harsh 
and bitter tone. " I laughed at it like mad." 

"There was nothing to laugh at," said Consuelo 
innocently. " But what is this Trismegistus? And 
since your highness does not believe in sorcerers " — 

" I promised to tell you some day what sorcery is. 
Do not be in such haste. For the present, you must 
know that the fortune-teller Trismegistus is a man 
whom I esteem very highly, and that he may be very 
useful to all three of us — and to many besides." 

" I should like to see him again," said Consuelo ; 
" and although I tremble to think of it, I should like 
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to assure myself coolly whether he resembles Count 
Albert so closely as I fancied." 

"Whether he resembles Count Albert, do you say? 
Well, you remind me of a circumstance which I should 
have forgotten, and which will, perhaps, explain all 
this great mystery very tamely. Wait ! let me think 
a moment — yes, that is it I Listen, my poor child, 
and learn to distrust all that appears supernatural. It 
is Trismegistus that Cagliostro showed you, for Tris- 
megistus has relations with Cagliostro, and was here 
last year at the same time with him. It is Trismegis- 
tus that you saw at the opera in Count Golowkin's box, 
for Trismegistus lives in his house, and they work 
together at chemistry or alchemy. And it is Tris- 
megistus that you saw in the palace ; for that day, and 
shortly after I dismissed you, I saw Trismegistus; 
and, by the way, he gave me full details of Trenck's 
escape." 

" That he might boast of having aided in it," said 
Madame von Kleist, " and might be repaid by your 
highness's money which he certainly did not spend for 
it. Your highness may think what you like ; but I 
will venture to tell you, this man is a swindler." 

" Which does not prevent him from being a great 
sorcerer, Kleist? How can you reconcile such respect 
for his learning and contempt for his person?" 

"Why, madam, nothing could accord better. 
People fear sorcerers, but detest them. It is just as 
it is with regard to the devil." 

" And yet they wish to see the devil, and cannot 
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get on without sorcerers. Is that your logic, my 
lovely Kleist?" 

" But, madam," said Consuelo, who was listening 
eagerly to this strange discussion, " how do you know 
that this man so closely resembles Count Albert? " 

"I forgot to tell you, and it is only by a very 
simple chance that I learned of it. This morning, 
when Supperville was relating to me yours and Count 
Albert's story, all that he told me of that strange 
man made me curious to know whether he was hand- 
some, and whether his face corresponded with his 
extraordinary imagination. Supperville thought for 
some moments, and then replied, 'It will be easy, 
madam, to give you a good idea of him, for you 
have among your playthings an odd character who 
would be frightfully like that poor Rudolstadt if 
he were thinner, more haggard, and with his hair 
differently dressed. It is your sorcerer, Trisme- 
gistus.' There is the key to the whole affair, my 
charming widow, and that key is not sorcery, any 
more than Cagliostro, Trismegistus, Saint Germain 
and the rest." 

" You have taken a mountain from my breast," said 
Porporina, " and a veil from before my face. It seems 
to me that I am returning to life, that I am waking 
from a painful sleep ! Heaven bless you for this 
explanation ! I am not mad, then ; I have no visions ; 
I shall no longer be afraid of myself I Well, never- 
theless, just see what the human heart is ! " she added 
after a moment's reflection ; " I think I regret my 
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fear and my weakness. In my extravagance I had 
almost persuaded myself that Albert was not dead, 
and that some day, after having by frightful appari- 
tions made me expiate the ill that I caused him, he 
would return to me calm and without resentment. 
Now I am sure that Albert is sleeping in the tomb 
of his ancestors, that he will not rise again, that 
death will not let go its prey, and it is a deplorable 
certainty." 

"You were able to doubt it? Well, there is some 
happiness in being mad ; as for me, I did not hope 
that Trenck would leave the dungeon in Silesia, yet 
that was possible, and it has happened." 

" If I were to tell you, dear Amelia, all the suppo- 
sitions which my poor imagination made, you would 
see that, in spite of their improbability, they were not 
all impossible. For instance, a trance ; Albert was 
subject to them. But I do not wish to recall these 
wild conjectures ; they pain me too deeply, now that 
the face which I took for Albert is that of a swindler." 

" Trismegistus is not what people think him. But 
what is certain is that he is not Count Rudolstadt, for 
I have known him for several years, and he carries on 
the trade, at least apparently, of a fortune-teller. Be- 
sides, he is not so much like Count Rudolstadt as you 
persuade yourself. Supperville, who is too skilful a 
physician to allow a man in a trance to be buried, and 
who does not believe in ghosts, has pointed out dif- 
ferences which your agitation did not permit you to 
observe." 
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"Oh! I wish I could see this Trismegistus once 
more ! " said Consuelo with a preoccupied air. 

" You may not see him for a long time," replied 
the princess coldly. " He set out for Warsaw the 
very day you saw him in the palace. He never re- 
mains more than three days in Berlin. But he will 
certainly return in a year." 

" And if it were Albert ! " replied Consuelo, ab- 
sorbed in a deep revery. 

The princess shrugged her shoulders. 

" Evidently," said she, " fate condemns me to have 
only mad men and women for my friends. This one 
takes my sorcerer for her husband, the late Canon 
Kleist j that, for her deceased spouse, Count Rudol- 
stadt. It is fortunate for me that I have a strong head, 
for I might take him for Trenck, and God knows what 
would happen. Trismegistus is a poor sorcerer not 
to profit by all these mistakes. Come, Porporina, do 
not look at me with a frightened air, my lovely one. 
Recover your wits. How can you suppose that if 
Count Albert, instead of being dead, had waked from 
a lethargy, so interesting an adventure would not have 
made a noise in the world ? Besides, have you not 
kept up relations of some kind with the family, and 
would they not have informed you?" 

" I have kept up none," replied Consuelo. " The 
Canoness Wenceslawa wrote to me twice within a year 
to announce to me two sad pieces of news : the death 
of her elder brother Christian, my husband's father, 
who ended his long and painful life without recovering 
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the consciousness of his loss ; and the death of Baron 
Frederick, the brother of Christian and the canoness, 
who was killed in hunting by falling from the fatal 
mountain, the Schreckenstein, to the bottom of a 
ravine. I replied to the canoness as I ought. I did 
not venture to take her my mournful consolation. Her 
heart appeared to me from her letters divided between 
her goodness and her pride. She called me her ' dear 
child/ her ' generous friend/ but she did not at all 
appear to desire the support or the care of my love." 

" Then you suppose that Albert, resuscitated, is liv- 
ing quietly and unknown at the Castle of the Giants, 
without sending you an announcement of the fact, 
and without its being suspected by any one outside the 
castle?" 

" No, madam, I do not suppose so, for it would be 
wholly impossible, and I am mad to wish to suppose 
it," replied Consuelo, concealing in her hands her 
face, which was bathed in tears. 

The princess appeared, as the night went on, to re- 
sume her worst character; the mocking and light 
tone in which she spoke of things which so moved 
Consuelo's heart caused the Zingara frightful pain. 

" Come, do not be so unhappy," Amelia went on 
sharply. " This is a fine pleasure-party that we are 
having ! You have told me stories fit to call up the 
devil ; Kleist has not ceased to turn pale and tremble. 
I think that she will die of fright from it ; and I, who 
wished to be happy and gay, suffer at seeing you suf- 
fer, my poor child ! " 
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The princess pronounced these last words in the 
good tone of her voice, and Consuelo, raising her 
head, saw that a tear of sympathy was running down 
her cheek while the smile of irony still contracted her 
lips. She kissed the hand which the abbess held out to 
her, and pitied her inwardly for not being able to be 
kind for four consecutive hours. 

"No matter how mysterious your Castle of the 
Giants may be, nor how sensitive the pride of the 
canoness, nor how silent the servants, be sure that 
nothing happens there, more than anywhere else, 
which can be kept from a certain publicity. It was 
in vain that they strove to conceal Count Albert's ec- 
centricities ; the whole province succeeded in knowing 
about them, and they had long been spoken of at the 
little court of Baireuth when Supperville was called to 
attend your poor husband. There is now in that family 
another mystery which they conceal with no less care, 
no doubt, and which they have not kept from the 
spitefulness of the public; that is the flight of the 
young Baroness Amelia, who had herself carried off 
by a young adventurer shortly after the death of her 
cousin." 

" And I, madam, was ignorant of it for a long time. 
I might even say to you that everything is not discov- 
ered in this world ; for, thus far, no one has been able 
to learn the name and condition of the man who ran 
away with the young baroness, or the place of her 
retirement." 

" That is what Supperville told me. Well, that old 
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Bohemia is the land of mysterious adventures; but 
that is no reason why Count Albert should " — 

" In the name of heaven, madam, let us speak no 
more of that ! I beg your pardon for wearying you 
with such a long story, and when your highness will 
command me to withdraw " — 

" Two in the morning ! " cried Madame von Kleist, 
whom the mournful sound of the castle clock caused 
to tremble. 

"In that case, we must separate, dear friends," 
said the princess rising ; " for my sister Anspach is 
coming to waken me at seven, to tell me of the esca- 
pades of her dear margrave, who recently returned 
from Paris, madly in love with Mademoiselle Clairon. 
My dear Porporina, it is you queens of the stage who 
are the queens of the world de facto, as we are dejure; 
and your lot is the better. There is no crowned head 
which you cannot win from us when you take the 
fancy, and I should not be astonished to some day see 
Mademoiselle Hippolyte Clairon, who is a girl of brains, 
become Margravine of Anspach concurrently with my 
sister, who is a fool. Come, give me my pelisse, 
Kleist ; I will show you to the end of the gallery." 

"And will your highness return alone?" said 
Madame Kleist, who appeared greatly disturbed. 

" Quite alone," replied Amelia, " and without any 
fear of the devil or the imps who have been holding 
court in the castle for several nights, they say. Come, 
come, Consuelo, we shall see Madame von Kleist 
finely frightened as she goes through the gallery." 
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The princess took a candle and walked in advance, 
dragging Madame von Kleist, who felt, it must be 
confessed, far from secure. Consuelo followed them, 
a little frightened also, without knowing why. 

" I assure you, madam/' said Madame von Kleist, 
" that it is the witching hour, and that it is rash to 
pass through this part of the castle at this time. 
What would it cost you to let us wait a half-hour 
longer? At half-past two there is nothing here." 

" Not at all, not at all," replied Amelia ; " I should 
not be sorry to meet her, and see what she is like." 

"What do you mean?" asked Consuelo, walking 
faster in order to speak to Madame von Kleist. 

" Do you not know ? " said the princess. " The 
White Woman, who sweeps the stairways and corri- 
dors of the palace when a member of the royal 
family is about to die, has been back to visit us for 
some nights. It seems that it is here that she dis- 
ports herself. Consequently it is my life that is 
threatened. That is why you see me so calm. My 
sister-in-law, the Queen of Prussia, (the poorest head 
that ever wore a crown 1) cannot sleep for it, they say, 
and spends every night at Charlottenberg ; but as she 
has infinite respect for the Sweeper, like the queen, my 
mother, who has no more sense about that matter than 
she, these ladies have taken care to forbid any one 
from watching the ghost, and disturbing it in its noble 
occupation. Consequently the castle is magnificently 
swept, and by the hand of Lucifer himself, which does 
not prevent it from being very dirty, as you see." 
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At that moment a large cat, running from the 
dark end of the gallery, passed, spitting and swear- 
ing, by Madame von Kleist, who uttered a piercing 
scream, and started to run towards the princess's 
apartments ; but the latter held her back, filling the 
sonorous gallery with her sharp, strident bursts of 
laughter, more mournful still than the wind which 
whistled through the depths of this vast dwelling. 
Consuelo was trembling from the cold, and perhaps 
from fear ; for the distorted features of Madame von 
Kleist seemed to prove a real danger, and the swag- 
gering and forced gayety of the princess did not testify 
to a sincere feeling of security. 

" I admire your royal highness's incredulity," said 
Madame von Kleist in a broken voice, and with a little 
irritation ; " if you had seen and heard, like me, this 
White Woman on the eve of the death of the king, 
your august father " — 

" Alas ! " replied Amelia, in a satanic tone, " as I 
am very sure that it is not coming now to announce 
to me that of the king, my august brother, I am very 
glad that she should come for me. The devil knows 
well that to be happy I need one of these two 
deaths." 

" Ah, madam, do not speak so at such a 
moment ! " said Madame von Kleist, whose teeth 
were so tightly clenched that she could hardly speak. 
" In heaven's name, stop and listen ! Does not that 
make you shudder?" 

The princess stopped with a mocking look, and 



Digitized 



by Google 



164 THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 

the sound of her silk gown, thick and crackling as 
cardboard, ceasing to cover more distant sounds, our 
three heroines, who had almost reached the top of 
the great staircase which opened from the end of the 
gallery, heard distinctly the dry sound of a broom 
which struck unequally upon the stone stairs, and 
which seemed to approach, mounting step by step, 
like a servant in haste to finish his task. 

The princess hesitated for an instant; then she 
said with a resolute air : — 

" As there is nothing supernatural here, I wish to 
know whether it is a sleep-walking lackey or a mis- 
chievous page. Lower your veil, Porporina; you 
must not be seen in my company. As for you, 
Kleist, you may be ill, if you like ; I warn you that I 
shall not trouble myself about you. Come, brave 
Rudolstadt, you who have undertaken worse adven- 
tures, follow me, if you love me." 

Amelia walked with a steady step to the entrance 
of the staircase. Consuelo followed her without 
being allowed to hold the candle in the princess's 
place, and Madame von Kleist, as much afraid of 
remaining alone as of going forward, dragged herself 
on behind them, clinging to Porporina's mantle. 

The infernal broom was no longer heard, and the 
princess reached the rail, over which she stretched 
her light to see the better to a distance. But whether 
she was less calm than she wished to appear, or 
whether she saw some terrible object, she lost her 
hold, and the silver candlestick, with the candle and 
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the cut-glass bobeche, fell noisily to the bottom of 
the resounding spiral. Then Madame von Kleist, 
losing her head, and thinking no more of the prin- 
cess than of the actress, ran until she had found in 
the dark the door of her mistress's apartment, in 
which she sought a refuge; while Amelia, divided 
between an insurmountable emotion and the shame 
of owning herself conquered, set out with Consuelo on 
the same road, slowly at first, and then little by little 
hastening her steps ; for other steps were heard be- 
hind her, and they were not those of Porporina, who 
was walking abreast of her, more resolutely, perhaps, 
although she showed no bravado. These strange 
steps, which, second by second, drew closer to their 
heels, sounded in the darkness like those of an old 
woman shod with slippers, and clacked upon the 
pavement, while the broom still performed its office 
and struck heavily against the wall, now to the right, 
now to the left. This short journey appeared very 
long to Consuelo. If anything can overcome the 
courage of really firm and healthy minds, it is a 
danger which can be neither foreseen nor understood. 
She did not pride herself on useless boldness, and 
did not turn her head a single time. The princess 
pretended afterwards that she had done so vainly in 
the dark; no one could deny or prove the fact. 
Consuelo only recollected that she had not diminished 
her speed, and that she had not spoken a word to 
her during this forced retreat, and that as she entered 
her apartment somewhat precipitately, she nearly 
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slammed the door in her face, so eager was she to 
close it. Still Amelia did not admit her weakness, 
and quickly enough recovered her self-possession, 
when she began to jeer at Madame von Kleist, who 
was almost in convulsions, and to reproach her very 
bitterly for her cowardice and lack of respect. The 
compassionate kindness of Consuelo, who suffered for 
the terrible condition of the favourite, recalled some 
pity to the heart of the princess. She deigned to 
perceive that Madame von Kleist was incapable of 
listening to her, and that she was fainting upon a sofa, 
her face buried in the cushions. The clock struck 
three before this poor woman had perfectly recovered 
her wits ; her terror was still shown by tears. Amelia 
was tired of not being a princess, and was no longer 
desirous of undressing herself alone, and of waiting 
on herself; besides, her mind was perhaps oppressed 
by sinister forebodings. She resolved, therefore, to 
keep Madame von Kleist until morning. 

" Between now and then," said she, " we will find 
some pretext to colour the affair if my brother hears of it. 
As for you, Porporina, your presence here would be 
much more difficult to explain, and I would not for any- 
thing in the world have you seen leaving my apartments. 
Therefore you must go away alone, and at once, for 
they are very early in this vile inn. Come, Von Kleist, 
calm yourself. I shall keep you here ; and if you can 
speak a word of good sense, explain to us how you 
came in, and in what corner you left your footman, that 
Porporina may make use of him to return home." 

Fear makes us so profoundly selfish that Madame 
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von Kleist, enchanted at no longer having to brave 
the terrors of the gallery, and caring little for the 
anguish that Consuelo might experience in making 
this journey alone, recovered all her clearness of mind 
to explain to her the road which she must take, and 
the signal which she would have to give to summon 
her faithful servant at the door of the palace, in a well- 
sheltered and deserted spot, where she had ordered 
him to go and wait for her. 

Provided with these instructions, and quite sure 
this time of not going astray in the palace, she took 
leave of the princess, who was not at all disposed to 
amuse herself by conducting her through the gallery. 
The young girl, therefore, set out alone, feeling her 
way, and reached the terrible stairway without moles- 
tation. A hanging lantern, which was burning at the 
bottom, aided her in descending, which she did with- 
out unpleasant encounters and even without fear. 
This time she had summoned up her will; she felt 
that she was performing a duty towards the unfortu- 
nate Amelia, and in such cases as that she was al- 
ways brave and strong. At last she succeeded in 
leaving the palace by the little mysterious door, the 
key of which Madame von Kleist had given her, and 
which opened on a corner of a back court. When she 
was entirely outside she walked along the exterior wall 
to find the footman. As soon as she had uttered the 
preconcerted signal, a shadowy figure, leaving the 
wall, came directly to meet her, and a man, wrapped 
in a large cloak, bowed to her and offered her his arm 
in silence, in a respectful attitude. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

Consuelo recollected that Madame von Kleist, the 
better to conceal her frequent secret visits to Princess 
Amelia, often came to the castle in the evening on 
foot, her head wrapped in a thick black veil, and her 
figure in a dark mantle, and leaning upon the arm of 
her servant. In this way she was not observed by the 
people in the castle, and could pass for one of those 
persons in distress who concealed their begging, and 
who received in this way aid from the liberality of the 
princess. But in spite of all the precautions of the 
confidante and the mistress, their secret was somewhat 
like that of a comedy ; and if the king did not take 
umbrage at it, it is because there are little scandals 
which it is better to tolerate than to make public by 
fighting them. He knew very well that these two 
ladies busied themselves much more about Trenck 
than about magic ; and although he condemned these 
two subjects of conversation almost equally, he closed 
his eyes and felt inwardly grateful to his sister for an 
affectation of mystery which relieved him of responsi- 
bility in the eyes of certain people. He was quite 
willing to pretend to be deceived ; he did not wish to 
appear to approve the love and the follies of his sister. 
It was, therefore, upon the unfortunate Trenck that 
his severity had fallen, and he had even been obliged 
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to accuse him of imaginary crimes, that the public 
might not perceive the true motives of his disgrace. 

Porporina, thinking that Madame von Kleist's ser- 
vant was to aid her incognito by giving her his arm, 
as he did to his mistress, did not hesitate to accept 
his services, and to lean upon him 'in walking over the 
pavement, which was coated with ice. But she had 
not made three steps thus, when the man said to her 
in an unconstrained tone, — 

" Well, my lovely countess, in what sort of a humour 
did you leave our capricious Amelia? " 

In spite of the cold and the wind, Consuelo felt the 
blood rise to her cheeks. According to appearances, 
this servant took her for his mistress, and thus revealed 
a revolting intimacy with her. Porporina, filled with 
disgust, withdrew her arm from that of the man, say- 
ing to him coldly, — 

" You are mistaken." 

" I am not accustomed to be mistaken," replied the 
man in the cloak, with the same ease. " The public 
may be ignorant that the divine Porporina is the 
Countess of Rudolstadt, but the Count Saint Ger- 
main is better informed." 

"Who are you?" said Consuelo, overwhelmed with 
surprise. " Do you not belong to the household of 
the Countess von Kleist? " 

" I belong only to myself, and am the servant of 
nothing but the truth," replied the unknown. "I 
have just spoken my name, but I see that Madame 
von Rudolstadt does not know it." 
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"Can you be the Count Saint Germain in 
person ? " 

" And what other could give you a name of which 
the public is ignorant? See, countess, that is the 
second time that you have nearly fallen, in two steps 
that you have taken without my aid. Deign to take 
my arm again. I know the road to your house very 
well, and it will be a duty and an honour for me to take 
you there safe and sound." 

" I thank you for your kindness, count," said Por- 
porina, whose curiosity was too highly excited to 
refuse the offer of this interesting and strange man ; 
" will you have the goodness to tell me why you call 
me by this name ? " 

" Because I wish to obtain your confidence at once 
by showing you that I am worthy of it. I have long 
known of your marriage with Albert, and I have kept 
your secret faithfully, as I will keep it so long as it is 
your will." 

" I see that my will in this regard is very little 
respected by Herr Supperville," said Consuelo, who 
hastily attributed to the latter Count Saint Germain's 
information concerning her position. 

" Do not accuse that poor Supperville," replied the 
count. " He has said nothing, unless it be to Princess 
Amelia, to curry favour with her. It is not from him 
that I learned the fact." 

"And from whom, then, in that case, sir? " 

"I learned it from Count Albert Rudolstadt him- 
self. I know very well that you will tell me that he 
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died while they were finishing the ceremony of your 
marriage; but I will reply to you that there is no 
death, — that no one, no thing dies, and that we can 
still converse with those whom the common people 
call the dead, when we know their language and the 
secret of their lives." 

" Since you know so much, sir, you are perhaps not 
ignorant that such assertions cannot easily convince 
me, and that they pain me greatly by incessantly pre- 
senting to me the idea of a misfortune which I know 
cannot be remedied, in spite of the lying promises of 
magic." 

"You are right to be on your guard against 
magicians and impostors. I know that Cagliostro 
frightened you by an apparition which was at least 
ill-timed. He yielded to the vanity of showing you 
his power, without considering the disposition of your 
mind and the sublimity of his own mission. Yet 
Cagliostro is not an impostor ; far from it ! But he 
is vain, and it is because of this that he has often 
deserved the reproach of charlatanism." 

" They reproach you with the same thing, count ; 
but as they add that you are a superior man, I feel 
the courage to tell you frankly the prejudices which 
combat my esteem for you." 

" You speak with the nobleness which befits Con- 
suelo," replied Count Saint Germain calmly, "and 
I thank you for making this appeal to my integrity. 
I shall be worthy of it, and speak to you without mys- 
tery. But here we are at your door, and the cold, as 
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well as the lateness of the hour, forbids my keeping 
you here longer. If you wish to learn matters of the 
highest importance, and on which your liberty de- 
pends, permit me to speak to you when we can be 
undisturbed." 

" If you wish to come and see me during the day, 
I will be at home at whatever hour you appoint." 

" I must speak to you to-morrow, and to-morrow 
you will receive a visit from Frederick, whom I do 
not wish to meet, because I think nothing of him." 

"What Frederick do you mean, count? " 

" Oh 1 not our friend Frederick von Trenck, whom 
we have succeeded in rescuing from his hands. I 
mean the wretched little King of Prussia, who is 
making love to you. There will be a great mas- 
querade at the Opera to-morrow; be there. No 
matter what disguise you assume, I shall know you, 
and will let you know me. In that crowd we shall 
find solitude and safety. Otherwise my relations with 
you would call down great misfortunes upon sacred 
heads." 

As he said this, the Count Saint Germain bowed 
low to Consuelo and disappeared, leaving her petrified 
with astonishment upon the threshold of her house. 

"There is certainly in this kingdom of reason a 
conspiracy against reason," said our heroine to her- 
self as she fell asleep. " Hardly have I escaped from 
one of the dangers which threatens mine, when 
another presents itself. Princess Amelia had given 
me the explanation of the last enigma, and I thought 
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myself quite calm ; but at that very moment we meet, 
or rather we hear, the mysterious Sweeper, who walks 
about in this castle of doubt, in this stronghold of 
incredulity, as coolly as she would have done two 
hundred years ago. I get rid of the fright caused by 
Cagliostro, and here is another magician who appears 
even better informed regarding my affairs. I can 
understand how these soothsayers might keep a regis- 
ter of all that concerns the lives of kings and of 
powerful and illustrious persons ; but that I, a humble 
and modest girl, cannot conceal any fact of my life 
from their investigations, that is what confounds and 
disturbs me in spite of myself. Come, let us follow 
the princess's advice. Let us trust that the future will 
explain this prodigy too, and meanwhile let us refrain 
from judging. What would, perhaps, be the most 
extraordinary thing in all this is that the king's visit, 
predicted by Count Saint Germain, should really take 
place to-morrow. It would be the third time only 
that the king has come to see me. Can this Count 
Saint Germain be in his confidence? It is said that 
we must especially distrust those who speak ill of the 
master. I will try not to forget it." 

The next day at precisely one o'clock a carriage 
without arms or livery entered the courtyard of the 
house in which the singer dwelt, and the king, who 
had sent word to her two hours before to be alone 
and to expect him, entered the room with his hat over 
his left ear, a smile upon his lips, and a little basket 
in his hand. 
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"Captain Kreutz brings you some fruit from his 
garden," said he. " Ill-natured people pretend that it 
comes from the gardens of Sans Souci, and was 
intended for the king's dessert. But the king is not 
thinking of us, thank heaven, and the bearer has come 
to spend an hour or two with his friend." 

This agreeable opening, instead of putting Consuelo 
at her ease, troubled her strangely. Since she had 
been conspiring against his will by receiving the con- 
fidences of Princess Amelia, she could no longer brave 
with unmoved frankness the royal inquisitor. She 
would need henceforth to cajole him, to flatter him, 
perhaps, to divert him from his suspicions by skilful 
allurements. Consuelo felt that this role did not suit 
her, and that she would play it ill, especially if it were 
true that Frederick had a fancy for her, as they said 
at court, where they would have thought they degraded 
the royal majesty by using the word " love " in regard 
to an actress. Uneasy and troubled, Consuelo 
thanked the king for the excess of his goodness, when 
suddenly his face changed and became as morose as 
it had previously been radiant. 

" What is the matter? " said he roughly. " Are you 
in a bad humour ? are you ill ? why do you call me sire ? 
Does my visit interrupt you in some love affair? " 

" No, sire," replied the young girl, recovering the 
serenity of truthfulness ; " I have no love affairs." 

" Good ! Yet, after all, if it were so, what would it 
matter to me ? But I should insist upon your con- 
fessing it to me." 
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"Confessing? Confiding it, you no doubt mean, 
captain." 

" Explain the difference." 

" You understand it perfectly, captain." 

" As you like ; but it is no answer to make a dis- 
tinction. If you were in love, I should like to know." 

" I do not understand why." 

"You do not understand at all? Look me in the 
face. Your look is very wandering to-day." 

" It seems to me, captain, that you wish to ape the 
king. They say that when he questions an accused 
person he reads in the white of his eye. Believe me, 
that manner sits well upon no one but him ; and if 
he were to come to my house to subject me to an 
interrogatory, I should beg him to go about his 
business." 

" Exactly ; you would say, * Clear out, sire ! ' " 

"Why not? The king's place is on his horse, or 
on his throne, and if he took a fancy to come and see 
me, I should have a right not to endure him in a bad 
temper." 

" You would be right ; but in all this you do not 
reply to me. Will you not take me for a confidant of 
your approaching love affair? " 

"There is no approaching love affair for me; I 
have often told you that, baron." 

" Yes, in jest ; because I asked you in the same 
tone ; but if I speak seriously now? " 

" I reply in the same tone." 

" Do you know that you are a singular person? " 
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"Why so?" 

" Because you are the only actress who has noth- 
ing to do with love or gallantry." 

" You have a poor idea of actresses, captain." 

" No ; I have known some virtuous ones ; but they 
were aiming at rich marriages, and nobody knows 
what you are thinking about." 

" I am thinking about singing this evening." 

" So you live from day to day? " 

" Henceforth I can have no other life." 

" Then it has not always been thus? " 

"No." 

" You have loved ? " 

"Yes." 

"Seriously?" 

" Yes." 

"And long?" 

"Yes." 

"And what has become of your lover?" 

"Dead!" 

" But you have been consoled for that? " 

" No." 

" Oh ! you certainly will be consoled." 

" I fear not." 

"That is strange. Then you do not wish to 
marry?" 

" Never." 

"And you want no love? " 

"Never." 

" Not even a friend ? " 
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" Not even a friend, as the women of the theatre 
understand the word." 

" Bah ! If you were at Paris, and King Louis XV., 
that gallant gentleman " — 

" I do not like kings, captain, and I detest gallant 
kings." 

" Ah ! I understand ; you like pages better. A 
handsome fellow like Trenck, for instance." 

" I have never thought of his face." 

" And yet you have maintained relations with him." 

" If I had, they would have been those of pure and 
virtuous friendship." 

" Then you admit that these relations exist? " 

" I did not say that," replied Consuelo, who feared 
to compromise the princess by this single clue. 

"Then you deny it?" 

" I should have no reason to deny it if it were so ; 
but how comes it that Captain Kreutz questions me 
in this way? What interest can he take in all that? " 

" The king takes an interest in it, apparently," re- 
plied Frederick, taking off his hat and placing it 
roughly on the head of a white marble bust of Poly- 
hymnia which ornamented a table. 

" If the king did me the honour to come and see 
me," said Consuelo, overcoming the fear which took 
possession of her, " I should think that he wished to 
hear music, and I should sit down at my harpsichord 
to sing him the air * Arianna Abbandonata.' " 

" The king does not care for attentions. When he 
asks questions he likes to be answered clearly and dis* 
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tinctly. What were you doing last night in the king's 
palace ? You see that the king has the right to come 
and play the master in your house, since you go to his 
at improper hours without asking his permission." 

Consuelo trembled from head to foot ; but happily 
she had in all sorts of dangers a presence of mind 
which had always saved her as if by a miracle. She 
recollected that Frederick often asserted a falsehood in 
order to learn the truth, and that he was said to have 
obtained more confessions by surprise than by any 
other means. She remained upon her guard, and 
smiling beneath her paleness, replied, "That is a 
singular accusation, and I do not know what to reply 
to such fanciful questions." 

" You are no longer laconic, as you were just now," 
returned the king; " how clearly one can see that you 
are telling a falsehood. You were not in the palace 
last night ? Reply * yes ' or ' no ' ! " 

" No ! " replied Consuelo, preferring the shame of 
being convicted of lying to the cowardice of revealing 
the secret of another to excuse herself. 

" You did not leave it at three o'clock this morning 
alone?" 

" No ! " replied Consuelo, who recovered her 
strength as she saw an imperceptible irresolution on 
the king's face, and who was already affecting sur- 
prise most skilfully. 

" You have dared to say ' no ' three times ! " cried the 
king, in an angry tone and with a ferocious look. 

" I shall dare to say it a fourth, if your majesty in- 
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sists," replied Consuelo, resolved to brave the storm 
to the end. 

" Oh ! I know very well that a woman would affirm 
a falsehood even under torture, as the early Christians 
declared what they believed to be the truth. Who 
can natter himself on obtaining an honest reply from 
a woman ? Listen, signora : I have thus far felt an 
esteem for you, because I thought that you alone were 
an exception to the vices of your sex. I thought you 
neither intriguing, false nor brazen. I had in your 
character a confidence which amounted to friend- 
ship " — 

" And now, sire ? " 

" Do not interrupt me. Now, I have my opinion, 
and you will feel the effects of it. If you were to 
have the misfortune to mix yourself up in little palace 
intrigues, to accept certain improper confidences, to 
render certain dangerous services, you would flatter 
yourself vainly on deceiving me long, and I would 
drive you away from here as shamefully as I received 
you kindly and with distinction." 

" Sire," replied Consuelo boldly, " as the dearest 
and most constant of my wishes is to leave Prussia, 
whatever the pretext for my dismissal and the harsh- 
ness of your language, I shall receive with gratitude 
the order to depart." 

" Ah ! that is how you take it," cried Frederick, 
beside himself with rage; "and you dare to speak 
thus to me ! " 

At the same time he raised his cane as if to strike 
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Consuelo ; but the air of calm contempt with which 
she awaited this outrage brought him to himself, and 
he threw his cane from him, saying in an agitated 
voice : — 

"Come, forget the claims that you have on the 
gratitude of Captain Kreutz, and speak to the king 
with becoming respect; for if you drive me too 
far, I am capable of correcting you like an unruly 
child." 

" Sire, I know that children are whipped in your 
august family, and I have heard it said that your 
majesty, to escape such treatment formerly, attempted 
to run away. This course would be easier for a Zin- 
gara like me than it was for the Prince Royal Fred- 
erick. If your majesty does not send me out of 
Prussia within four and twenty hours, I will reassure 
you concerning my intrigues by leaving Prussia with- 
out a passport, though I have to fly on foot, and jump- 
ing over ditches like the deserters and smugglers." 

" You are mad ! " said the king, shrugging his 
shoulders and walking about the room to conceal 
his annoyance and his repentance. " You shall go, — 
I ask nothing better, — but without a scandal or pre- 
cipitation. I do not wish you to leave me thus, dis- 
satisfied with me and with yourself. Where the devil 
did you get the insolence that you possess? And 
what devil prompts me to the good-nature that I 
show toward you? " 

" It comes, no doubt, from a scruple of generosity 
with which your majesty may dispense. You think 
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yourself in my debt for a service which I should have 
rendered to the meanest of your subjects with the 
same zeal. Consider yourself quits with me, a thou- 
sand times, and let me go away as quickly as possible. 
My liberty will be a sufficient recompense, and I ask 
no other." 

"Once more?" said the king, confounded by the 
bold pertinacity of the young girl. " Still the same 
language ? You will not change it ? Ah ! that is not 
courage, it is hatred." 

" And if it were," replied Consuelo, " would your 
majesty care the least in the world? " 

" Good heavens ! what are you saying, poor girl? " 
said the king in a tone of sincere sorrow. " You do 
not know what you are saying, unhappy child ! None 
but a perverse soul could be insensible to the hatred 
of his fellow- creatures." 

" Does Frederick the Great consider Porporina as 
a being of the same nature with himself? " 

"There is nothing but intelligence and virtue 
which raise certain men above others. You have 
genius in your art. Your conscience ought to tell 
you whether you possess integrity. But it tells you 
the opposite just now, for your heart is filled with 
rancour and resentment." 

" And if that were true, has the conscience of the 
great Frederick no reason to reproach itself for hav- 
ing lighted these evil passions in a soul which is 
habitually peaceful and generous?" 

"Come, are you angry?" said Frederick, making 
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a motion to take the young girl's hand; but he 
stopped, restrained by that awkwardness which a feel- 
ing of contempt and aversion for women had given 
him. 

Consuelo, who had exaggerated her irritation in 
order to suppress in the heart of the king a feeling 
of tenderness, which was ready to break out in the 
midst of his anger, observed how timid he was, and 
lost all her fear on seeing that he was waiting for her 
to make the advances. It was a singular stroke of 
fete that the only woman capable of exercising over 
Frederick a kind of influence resembling love was 
perhaps the only one in his whole kingdom who 
would not for anything have encouraged this disposi- 
tion. It is true that the repugnance and pride of 
Consuelo were perhaps her principal attraction in the 
eyes of the king. This rebellious heart tempted the 
despot like the conquest of a province ; and without 
his being conscious of it, without his taking pride in 
frivolous exploits of this sort, he felt an instinctive 
admiration and sympathy for a strong character which 
seemed to him to have, in certain respects, a species 
of kinship with his own. 

" Come," said he, plunging roughly into the pocket 
of his waistcoat the hand which he had held out 
towards Consuelo, " do not tell me again that I do 
not mind being hated ; for you will make me believe 
that I am, and that thought will be odious to me. " 

" And yet you wish to be feared ? " 

" No ; I wish to be respected." 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 1S3 

" And it is with blows of a stick that your corporals 
inspire your soldiers with respect for your name? " 

" What do you know about it ? Of what are you 
speaking? In what are you meddling?" 

" I am answering clearly and distinctly to your 
majesty's questions." 

" You wish me to ask your pardon for an act of 
anger provoked by your madness? " 

" On the contrary, if you could break over my head 
the cane-sceptre which governs Prussia, I should beg 
your majesty to pick up that stick." 

" Bah ! when I had warmed your shoulders a little 
with it, as it is a cane that Voltaire gave me, you would 
have, perhaps, only the more wit and spitefulness. I 
value it .highly, but I see that you must have some 
reparation." 

As he said this, the king picked up his cane, and 
attempted to break it over his knee. But he tried in 
vain : the reed would bend, but not break. 

" You see," said the king, throwing it into the fire, 
" it is not, as you assert, the image of my sceptre. It 
is that of my faithful Prussia, which bends beneath my 
will, and will not be broken. Do likewise, Porporina, 
and you will be the better for it." 

" And what is your majesty's will in regard to me ? I 
am a fine subject to call forth your authority and to 
disturb the serenity of a great character." 

" My will is that you renounce the idea of leaving 
Berlin. Do you think it offensive ? " 

The animated, almost passionate look of Frederick 
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explained this species of reparation quickly enough. 
Consuelo felt her terrors reviving, and, pretending not 
to understand, replied : — 

" As for that, I shall never be resigned to it. I see 
clearly that I shall have to pay dearly for the honour 
of amusing your majesty sometimes by my roulades. 
Here, suspicion falls upon every one. The lowest 
and obscurest beings are not safe from an accusation, 
and I cannot live thus." 

"You are dissatisfied with your salary," returned 
the king. " Well, it shall be increased." 

"No, sire; I am satisfied with my salary; I am 
not covetous. Your majesty knows that." 

" It is true. You do not care for money, I must do 
you the justice to say that. No one knows what you 
do care for, for that matter." 

" For liberty, sire." 

" And who interferes with your liberty? You wish 
to quarrel with me, and you have no sufficient motive. 
You wish to leave, that much is clear." 

"Yes, sire." 

" Yes ? You have quite decided ? " 

"Yes, sire." 

" In that case, go to the devil ! " 

The king took his hat and his cane, which, when it 
fell upon the andirons, had not burned, and turning his 
back went towards the door. But as he was about to 
open it he turned towards Consuelo, and showed her 
a face so ingenuously sad, so paternally grieved, so 
different, in a word, from his terrible royal front or 
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from his bitter smile, that of a sceptical philosopher, 
that the poor child felt moved and repentant. The 
habit which she had formed when with Porpora of 
these domestic storms caused her to forget that there 
was in the heart of Frederick a personal feeling 
towards her which had never entered the chastely and 
generously ardent soul of her adopted father. She 
turned away to conceal a furtive tear which fell from 
her eyelid; but the eye of the lynx is not quicker 
than was that of the king. He retraced his steps, and 
again raising his cane above Consuelo, but this time 
with the tender look with which he would have played 
with his child, — 

" Detestable creature," said he, in a troubled and 
caressing voice, "you have not the least friendship 
for me ! " 

" You are greatly mistaken, baron," replied the 
good Consuelo, fascinated by this comedy, which re- 
paired so adroitly Frederick's real attack of brutal 
rage. " I have as great a friendship for Captain 
Kreutz as I have dislike for the King of Prussia." 

" That is because you do not, you never will, under- 
stand the King of Prussia," replied Frederick ; " there- 
fore let us not speak of him. A day will come when 
you shall have lived in this country long enough to 
know its character and its necessities, when you will 
be more just to the man who strives to govern it as is 
needful. Meanwhile, be a little more amiable to the 
poor baron, who is so profoundly weary of the court and 
the courtiers, and who came here to enjoy a little 
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quiet and happiness, in the company of a pure soul 
and upright mind. I had only an hour in which to 
enjoy it, and you have done nothing but quarrel with 
me. I will come again on condition that you receive 
me a little better. I will bring Mopsule to amuse 
you, and if you are very good I will bring you a beau- 
tiful little white greyhound which she is suckling now. 
You must take great care of it. Ah, I was forget- 
ting ! I have brought you some verses of my own, — 
stanzas upon music ; you can adapt an air to them, 
and my sister Amelia will amuse herself singing 
them." 

The king went away very quietly, after coming back 
several times to converse with gracious familiarity, and 
heaping upon the object of his good-will trifling flat- 
teries. He knew how to say nothings when he chose, 
although in general his speech was concise, energetic, 
and full of sense. No man had more substance in 
his talk, and nothing was more rare at that period 
than this serious and firm tone in familiar conversa- 
tion. But with Consuelo he would have liked to 
appear good-natured, and he succeeded in assuming 
the appearance of it well enough for her to be some- 
times astonished in her innocence. When he had 
gone, she repented, as usual, of not having succeeded 
in disgusting him with her and with his fancy for 
these dangerous visits. On his part, the king went 
away half dissatisfied with himself. He liked Con- 
suelo after his fashion, and he would have been 
pleased to inspire her in reality with the attachment 
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and admiration which his false friends, the wits, 
assumed with him. He would, perhaps, have given 
much, although he little liked to give, to have known 
once in his life the pleasure of being loved sincerely 
and without ulterior motives. But he realized that 
this was not easy to reconcile with the authority which 
he was not willing to lay aside ; and like a well-fed 
cat which plays with a mouse, he hardly knew whether 
he wished to tame her or strangle her. " She goes 
too far, and this will end badly," he said to himself, 
as he reentered his carriage ; " if she continues wrong- 
headed I shall be obliged to cause her to commit 
some fault, and to send her to a fortress for. a while, 
that the life there may bend this stubborn pride. 
Still, I should prefer to dazzle and govern her by the 
prestige which I exercise over so many others. It is 
impossible that I should not succeed, with a little 
patience. It is a task which irritates and amuses 
me at the same time. We shall see ! What is cer- 
tain is that she must not leave now, to go and boast 
of having told me the truth with impunity. No, no ! 
She shall only leave me submissive or broken." And 
then the king, who had many other matters in his 
mind, as may well be believed, opened a book, that 
he might not lose five minutes in idle dreaming, and 
got out of his carriage without distinctly recollecting 
with what ideas he had gotten into it. 

Porporina, anxious and trembling, thought a little 
longer over the dangers of the situation. She re- 
proached herself greatly for not having insisted upon 
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her departure until the end, and for having allowed 
herself to agree tacitly to give up the idea. But she 
was roused from her revery by the receipt of some 
money and letters which Madame von Kleist sent to 
her for Count Saint Germain. Everything was for 
Trenck, and Consuelo was to accept the responsibility 
of it ; she was also, if need be, to accept the character 
of the fugitive's mistress, to conceal Princess Amelia's 
secret. She therefore found herself placed in a diffi- 
cult and dangerous situation, all the more because she 
did not feel very secure concerning the integrity of 
the mysterious agent with whom she was placed in 
relations, and who appeared to wish to meddle with 
her own secrets. She busied herself about her dis- 
guise for the ball at the Opera, at which she had 
accepted the rendezvous with Saint Germain, while 
she said to herself with a resigned terror that she was 
on the edge of an abyss. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

Immediately after the opera, the auditorium was 
cleared, lighted, and decorated according to custom, 
and the great masked ball, called in Berlin the Ri- 
dotto, was opened at exactly midnight. The assem- 
blage was somewhat mixed, for princes and perhaps 
even princesses of the blood were mingled with the 
actors and actresses of all the theatres. Porporina 
slipped in alone, disguised as a nun, a costume which 
permitted her to conceal her neck and shoulders be- 
neath the veil, and her figure beneath a very full 
gown. She felt the necessity of making herself un- 
recognizable to avoid the comments which might be 
caused by her meeting with Count Saint Germain, 
and she was not sorry to test the perspicacity of the 
latter, who had boasted to her that he would know 
her no matter how she was disguised. She had 
therefore made alone, and without taking her maid 
into her confidence, this simple and easy dress ; and 
she had left home well wrapped up in a pelisse, which 
she took off only when she found herself in the midst 
of the throng. But she had not made the circuit of 
the room when she remarked a circumstance which 
rendered her uneasy. A mask of her own height 
and who appeared to be of her own sex, dressed in a 
nun's gown exactly similar to her own, came and 
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placed herself before her several times, making jest- 
ing remarks about their identity. 

" Dear sister," said this nun, " I should greatly like 
to know which of us is the ghost of the other ; and 
as it seems to me that you are lighter and more trans- 
parent than I, I beg leave to touch your hand, to 
assure myself whether you are my twin sister or my 
spectre." 

Consuelo repelled these attacks and endeavoured to 
gain her box, in order to change her costume or to 
make some alteration in it which should prevent mis- 
takes. She feared that Count Saint Germain, in 
case he had obtained, in spite of her precautions, some 
revelation concerning her disguise, might go and 
address her twin and speak to her of the secrets to 
which he had alluded the night before. But she had 
not time for this. A Capucin had already set out in 
pursuit of her, and taken possession, willy-nilly, of her 
arm. 

" You cannot escape me, sister," said he in a low 
voice ; " I am your father confessor, and I am going 
to tell you your sins." 

"You are a novice, brother," replied Consuelo, 
disguising her voice, as is the custom at masked balls ; 
" you know your penitents but ill." 

" Oh, it is quite useless for you to disguise your 
voice, sister. I do not know whether you are wear- 
ing the dress of your order, but you are the Abbess 
of Quedlinburg, and you may safely admit it to me, 
who am your brother Henry." 
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Consuelo did indeed recognize the voice of the 
prince, who had often spoken to her, and who had a 
certain thickness of speech which was somewhat no- 
ticeable. To be assured that her twin was really the 
princess, she denied her identity again, and the prince 
added : — 

" I saw your costume at the tailor's, and as there 
are no secrets for princes, I discovered yours. Come, 
let us not waste time in chatting. You cannot pre- 
tend to deceive me, my dear sister, and it is not to 
torment you that I have joined you. I have some- 
thing serious to say to you. Come a little to one 
side with me." 

Consuelo allowed herself to be led away by the 
prince, quite resolved to show her face rather than to 
take advantage of his mistake to discover family 
secrets. But at the first words which he spoke to 
her when they had entered a box, she became atten- 
tive in spite of herself, and believed that she had a 
right to listen to the end. 

"Take care not to go too fast with Porporina," 
said the prince to his supposed sister. "It is not 
that I doubt her discretion or the nobleness of her 
heart. The most important persons in the order 
vouch for her; and although you jest at me again 
upon the nature of my sentiments towards her, I will 
tell you once more that I share in your liking for that 
charming person. But neither these persons nor I 
are of the opinion that you should compromise your- 
self with her before we are assured of her intentions. 
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An enterprise which will take possession at once of 
an ardent imagination like yours and a justly irritated 
mind like mine may at first sight terrify a timid girl, 
ignorant of all philosophy and all politics. The 
reasons which influenced you are not those which 
will make an impression upon a woman placed in so 
different a sphere. Therefore, leave to Trismegistus 
or Saint Germain the task of this initiation." 

"But has not Trismegistus gone?" said Consuelo, 
who was too good an actress not to be able to imitate 
the hoarse and changeful voice of Princess Amelia. 

"You must know better than I whether he has 
gone, since he has relations with no one but you. As 
for me, I do not know him. But Count Saint 
Germain appears to me the most skilful workman 
and the most remarkably learned in the science with 
which we are concerned. He undertakes to attach 
the beautiful singer to us, and to save her from the 
dangers which threaten her." 

" Is she really in danger? " asked Consuelo. 

" She will be if she persists in rejecting the sighs 
of the marquis." 

" What marquis? " asked Consuelo astonished. 

"You are very absent-minded, sister! I am 
speaking of Fritz, or the Grand Lama." 

"Yes, the Marquis of Brandenburg," replied Porpo- 
rina, who comprehended at last that he was speaking 
of the king. " But are you very sure that he thinks 
of this girl?" 

"I will not say that he loves her, but he is jealous 
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of her. And then, sister, you must admit that you 
are compromising this poor girl by taking her for 
your confidante. Come ! I know nothing about all 
that, and wish to know nothing; but, in Heaven's 
name, be prudent, and do not allow our friends to 
suspect that you are inspired by any feeling other 
than a love of liberty. We have resolved to adopt 
your Countess Rudolstadt. When she is initiated, 
and bound by oaths, promises, and threats, you will 
risk nothing with her. Until then, I beg of you, 
refrain from seeing her and speaking to her of your 
own affairs and ours. And to begin with, do not 
remain in this ball, where your presence is hardly 
seemly, and where the Grand Lama will certainly 
know that you came. Give me your arm to the 
entrance; I cannot go farther with you. I am 
supposed to be under arrest at Potsdam, and the 
walls of the palace have eyes which would see 
through a mask of iron." 

At that moment some one knocked at the door of 
the box, and as the prince did not reply, the knock 
was repeated. 

" That is an impertinent rascal to wish to enter a 
box where there is a lady," said the prince, showing 
his bearded mask at the window of the box. 

But a mask dressed in red with a pale face, which 
had something terrifying in its look, appeared before 
him and said with a singular gesture, — 

" It is raining." 

This news appeared to make a great impression on 
the prince. 
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"Had I better depart or remain ?" he asked of 
the mask in red. 

"You had better look," said the mask, "for a 
nun exactly like this one, who is wandering in the 
crowd. I will take charge of this lady," he added, 
pointing to Consuelo, and entering the box, the door 
of which the prince hastened to open. 

They exchanged a few words, and the prince went 
out without speaking a word to Porporina, 

"Why," said the unknown, sitting down at the 
back of the box and speaking to Consuelo, " did you 
assume a disguise precisely like that of the princess? 
You expose her, as well as yourself, to fatal mistakes. 
I recognize in that neither your prudence nor your 
devotedness." 

" If my disguise is like that of some one else, I am 
entirely ignorant of the fact," replied Consuelo, who 
was on her guard with this stranger. 

" I thought that it was a carnival jest arranged be- 
tween you. Since this is not so, countess, and chance 
alone is to blame, let us speak of you, and leave the 
princess to her fate." 

" But if she is in danger, sir, it does not seem to 
me the part of those who speak of devotedness to 
remain with folded arms." 

"The person who has just left you will watch over 
this august madcap. No doubt you are aware that 
the matter interests him more than you, since he also 
makes love to you." 

" You are mistaken, sir, and I know that person 
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no more than you. Besides, your language is not 
that of a friend or of one who jests. Permit me to 
return to the ball." 

*' Permit me to ask you first for a portfolio which 
you have been charged to transmit to me." 

" Not in the least ; I have not been charged with 
anything for anybody." 

"That is well; it is your duty to answer in this 
way. But with me it is useless; I am Count Saint 
Germain." 

" I know nothing about that." 

" Even if I were to take off my mask, as you have 
never seen my features but on a dark night, you 
would not recognize me. But here is a letter of credit." 

The red mask handed Consuelo a sheet of music 
marked with a sign which she could not mistake. 
She handed him the portfolio, not without trembling, 
and taking care to add, — 

"Mark distinctly what I say to you. I am not 
charged with any message for you ; it is I, I alone, 
who send these letters and these bills to the person 
whom you know." 

" Then it is you who are the mistress of Baron von 
Trenck?" 

Consuelo, terrified at the painful falsehood which 
was demanded of her, remained silent. 

"Reply, madam," the red mask went on; "the 
baron does not conceal from us that he receives con- 
solation and assistance from the person he loves. It 
is you, then, who are the friend of the baron? " 
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" It is I," replied Consuelo firmly "and I am as 
much surprised as wounded by your questions. Can- 
not I be the baron's friend without exposing myself 
to the brutal expressions and insulting suspicions of 
which it pleases you to make use towards me? " 

** The situation is too grave for you to stickle about 
words. Listen to me carefully ; you charge me with 
a mission which compromises me, and exposes me to 
personal dangers of more than one kind. There may 
be concealed in this some political machination, and 
I do not care to be mixed up in it. I gave my word 
to the friends of Baron von Trenck to serve him in 
a love affair. Let us understand one another thor- 
oughly ; I did not promise to serve friendship. The 
word is too vague, and does not remove my anxiety. 
I know that you are incapable of lying. If you tell 
me positively that Trenck is your lover, and that I 
can inform Albert von Rudolstadt of it," — 

" Great Heaven, sir ; do not torture me thus ! 
Albert von Rudolstadt is no more ! " 

" In the language of men he is dead, I know ; but 
for you, as for me, he is eternally alive." 

" If you mean it in a religious and symbolic sense, 
it is true ; but if it is in a material sense," — 

" Let us not discuss that. A veil still covers your 
mind, but that veil will be raised. What it is impor- 
tant for me to know now is your position as regards 
Trenck. If he is your lover I will undertake this 
commission, on which, perhaps, his life depends ; for 
he is absolutely without resources. If you refuse to 
speak, I refuse to be your messenger." 
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"Well," said Consuelo, with a painful effort, "he 
is my lover. Take this portfolio, and make haste to 
forward it to him." 

"That is enough," said Count Saint Germain, 
taking the portfolio. "Now, brave and noble girl, 
allow me to tell you that I admire and respect you. 
This was only a trial to which I wished to subject 
your devotion and unselfishness. Oh, I know all ! 
I know very well that you are lying from generosity, 
and that you have been sacredly faithful to your hus- 
band. I know that Princess Amelia, while she makes 
use of me, does not condescend to accord me her 
confidence, and that she is endeavouring to free her- 
self from the tyranny of the Grand Lama, without 
ceasing to play the princess and the exclusive. It is 
in character, and she does not blush to expose you, 
a poor vagrant (as the people of society say), to 
eternal misfortune ; yes, to the greatest of misfortunes, 
that of preventing the brilliant resurrection of your 
husband, and of plunging his present existence into 
the limbo of doubt and despair. But, happily, be- 
tween Albert's soul and yours a chain of invisible 
hands is ceaselessly stretched to connect that which 
acts upon the earth, in the light of the sun, with that 
which acts in an unknown world, in the shadow of 
mystery, far from the gaze of common mortals." 

This strange language agitated Consuelo, although 
she had resolved to distrust the captious declamation 
of pretended prophets. 

" Explain yourself, count," said she, endeavouring 
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to preserve a calm and cold tone. " I know well that 
Albert's role upon earth is not yet ended, and that his 
soul was not annihilated by the breath of death. But 
the connection which can exist between it and me is 
covered by a veil which my death alone can remove, 
if it pleases God to leave us a vague recollection of 
our previous existence. This is a mysterious point, 
and it is not in the power of any one to aid the heav- 
enly influence which brings together, in a new life, 
those who loved one another in a past one. What, 
therefore, are you endeavouring to make me believe 
when you say that certain sympathies watch over me 
to cause this bringing us together? " 

" I might speak to you of myself alone," replied 
Count Saint Germain, "and tell you, that having 
known Albert from all time, as well when I served 
under his orders in the war of the Hussites against 
Sigismund, as later in the Thirty Years' War, when he 
was " — 

" I know, sir, that you assert that you recollect all 
your former existences, like Albert, who had this 
diseased and fatal conviction. God forbid that I 
should ever have doubted his sincerity in this respect ! 
But this belief was so joined in him to a condition of 
delirious excitement, that I have never acquiesced in 
the reality of this exceptional and perhaps impossible 
power. Spare me, therefore, the embarrassment of 
listening to your conversation about this matter. I 
know that many people, moved by a frivolous curiosity, 
would like to be now in my place, and to listen with a 
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smile of encouragement and simulated credulity to 
the marvellous stories which they say you tell so well. 
But I do not know how to play a part when I am not 
obliged, and I could not amuse myself with what they 
call your reveries. Kindly reserve them for those who 
can enjoy them. I would not for anything in the 
world deceive you by pretending to believe them; 
and even if these reveries did not arouse in me any 
harrowing memory, I could not laugh at you. Be 
good enough to answer my questions without endeav- 
ouring to confuse my mind by vague and ambiguous 
words. To aid your confidence, I will tell you that I 
know already that you have particular and mysterious 
views regarding me. You are to impart to me some 
terrible confidence, and persons of a high rank count 
upon you to give me my first notions of I know not 
what occult science." 

"Persons of high rank sometimes go strangely 
astray, countess," replied the count very calmly. " I 
thank you for the sincerity with which you speak to 
me, and I will refrain from speaking of things which 
you do not understand, because, perhaps, you lack the 
wish to understand them. I will only say to you that 
there is, indeed, an occult science upon which I pride 
myself, and in which I am aided by higher lights. But 
this knowledge is not at all supernatural, because it is 
purely and simply that of the human heart, or, if you 
like it better, the profound knowledge of human life, 
in its inmost springs and its most secret acts. And 
to prove to you that I am not boasting, I will tell you 
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precisely what has gone on in your own heart since 
you have been separated from Count Rudolstadt ; that 
is, if you will permit me." 

" I consent," replied Consuelo, " for upon that 
point I know that you cannot deceive me." 

"Very well; you love for the first time in your 
life ; you love completely, truly ; and he whom you 
thus love, with tears of repentance, for you did not 
love him a year ago, he whose absence is bitter to 
you, and whose disappearance has darkened your 
life and clouded your future, is not Baron Trenck, for 
whom you have never had more than a friendship 
composed of gratitude and calm sympathy ; it is not 
Joseph Haydn, who is for you only a young brother 
in Apollo; it is not King Frederick, who frightens 
and interests you at the same time ; it is not even the 
handsome Anzoleto, whom you can no longer esteem : 
it is he whom you saw lying on his death-bed, and 
decked with the ornaments which the pride of noble 
families places even in the tomb, upon the shrouds 
of the dead ; it is Albert von Rudolstadt." 

Consuelo was impressed for a moment by this rev- 
elation of her inmost thoughts in the mouth of a man 
whom she did not know. But when she considered 
that she had related her whole life and laid bare her 
whole heart the night before to Princess Amelia, and 
when she recollected all that Prince Henry had just 
enabled her to perceive of the relations of the 
princess with a mysterious brotherhood in which 
Count Saint Germain played one of the principal 
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parts, she ceased to be astonished, and confessed 
frankly to the count that she did not think a great 
deal of his knowing matters which she had recently 
confided to an indiscreet friend. 

"You mean the Abbess of Quedlinburg," said 
Saint Germain. " Well, will you trust my word of 
honour?" 

" I have no right to doubt it," replied Porporina. 

"Then I give you my word of honour that the 
princess has not told me a thing about you, for the 
reason that I have never had the pleasure of ex- 
changing a word with her or with her confidante, 
Madame von Kleist." 

"And yet, sir, you have relations with her, at least 
indirectly?" 

" As for me, all those relations consist in sending 
her Trenck's letters and in receiving hers for him 
through third persons. You see that her confidence 
in me does not extend very far, since she is persuaded 
that I am ignorant of the interest she takes in our 
fugitive. Besides, this princess is not false; she is 
only mad, as tyrannical natures become when they 
are oppressed. The servants of the truth have hoped 
much from her, and have granted her their protec- 
tion. Heaven send that they may not have to repent 
of it ! " 

" You judge ill of an interesting and unfortunate 
princess, count, and perhaps are ill-informed of her 
affairs. As for me, I know nothing." 

" Do not lie needlessly, Consuelo. You took 



Digitized 



by Google 



202 THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 

supper with her last night, and I can tell you all 
the circumstances of it." 

Then the count related the smallest details of the 
supper of the night before, from the words of the 
princess and Madame von Kleist to the gowns that 
they wore, the list of the dishes, the meeting with the 
Sweeper, and everything else. He did not stop there, 
but described in the same way the visit which the 
king had paid that morning to our heroine, the con- 
versation between them, the cane raised to strike 
Consuelo, the threats and the repentance of Freder- 
ick — everything, to the least gestures and the expres- 
sion of the faces, as if he had been present at the 
scene. He closed by saying : — 

" And you were very wrong, simple and generous 
child, to allow yourself to be entrapped by these 
recurrences of friendship and kindness which the 
king knows how to have, when necessary. You will 
be sorry for it. The royal tiger will make you feel 
his claws, unless you accept a more efficient and 
honourable protection, — a protection truly paternal 
and all-powerful, which will not be limited by the 
narrow boundaries of the marquisate of Brandenburg, 
but which will watch over you throughout the whole 
earth, and will follow you even into the deserts of the 
new world." 

"I know no one but God," replied Consuelo, 
"who can exercise such a protection, and who will 
extend it to so insignificant a being as I. If I incur 
any danger here, it is in Him that I place my hope. 
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I should mistrust another care, the resources and the 
motives of which I did not know." 

" Mistrust ill befits great souls/' returned the 
count ; " and it is because the Countess Rudolstadt is 
a great soul that she has a right to the protection of 
the true servants of God. That is the only motive 
of that which is offered you. As for its resources, 
they are immense, and differ as much by their power 
and their righteousness from those which are pos- 
sessed by kings and princes, as the cause of God 
differs, by its sublimity, from that of the despots and 
the proud of this world. If you love and trust only 
divine justice, you are obliged to recognize its action 
in the good and intelligent, who are the ministers here 
below of God's will and the enforcers of His supreme 
law. To right wrongs, to protect the weak, to sup- 
press tyranny, to encourage and recompense virtue, 
to spread abroad the principles of morality, to 
preserve the sacred trust, honour, — such has been 
from all time the mission of an illustrious and ven- 
erable phalanx, which, under different names and 
forms, has lasted from the beginning of society until 
our day. See the rude and inhuman laws which are 
enacted by nations ; see the errors and prejudices of 
men; see everywhere the monstrous traces of bar- 
barism I How is it possible in a world so misruled 
by the ignorance of the masses and the dishonesty of 
governments for any virtue to blossom or any true 
doctrines to spread? Yet that happens, and we see 
spotless lilies, virgin flowers — souls like yours, like 
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Albert's, growing and blooming in this terrestrial mire. 
But do you suppose that they could keep their per- 
fume, save themselves from the filthy teeth of reptiles, 
and withstand the storm, if they were not supported 
and preserved by helpful forces, by friendly hands? 
Do you believe that the sublime Man, a stranger to 
common baseness, so superior to humanity that He 
appeared mad to the profane, drew from Himself all 
His greatness and His faith? Do you believe that 
He was an isolated fact in the universe, and that He 
never went to recover His strength where He could 
find sympathy and hope ? And you yourself, do you 
think that you would be what you are if the divine 
breath had not passed from Albert's soul into yours? 
But now that you are separated from him, cast into 
a sphere unworthy of you, exposed to all kinds of 
dangers and temptations, an actress, the confidante of 
a lovesick princess, and the reputed mistress of a 
king worn out by debauchery and frozen by selfish- 
ness, do you hope to preserve the immaculate purity 
of your primitive innocence if the mysterious wings 
of archangels are not outstretched above you like a 
heavenly shield? Take care, Consuelo I It is not 
in yourself — in yourself alone, at least — that you 
can find the strength which you need. The very 
prudence of which you boast will be baffled by the 
machinations of the spirit of evil which wanders in 
the darkness about your virgin couch. Learn, there- 
fore, to respect the holy band, the invisible army of 
the faith which already forms a rampart about you. 
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You are asked neither for promises nor for oaths; 
you are bidden only to be docile and trustful when 
you feel the unexpected effects of the beneficent 
adoption. I have said enough. It is for you to 
reflect maturely upon my words ; and when the time 
comes when you see marvels performed about you, 
remember that all is possible for those who believe 
and labour in common, for those who are free and 
equal ; yes, for them nothing is impossible to reward 
merit, and if yours is great enough to obtain from 
them a sublime prize, know that they could even 
resuscitate Albert and give him back to you." 

Having said this in a tone animated by enthusiastic 
conviction, the red mask rose, and without waiting 
for Consuelo's reply, bowed to her and left the box, 
where she remained motionless for some minutes, as 
if lost in strange reveries. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

Consuelo, now anxious only to depart, at last left 
her box, and met in the corridor two masks, who ad- 
dressed her, and one of whom said to her, " Do 
not trust Count Saint Germain." 

She thought that she recognized the voice of 
Uberti Porporino, her comrade, and caught him by 
the sleeve of his domino, saying, — 

"Who is this Count Saint Germain? I do not 
know him." 

But the other mask, without trying to disguise his 
voice, which Consuelo immediately recognized as that 
of young Benda, the melancholy violinist, took her 
other hand and said, — 

" Beware of adventures and adventurers." 

And they passed on quickly as if they had desired 
to escape being questioned. 

Consuelo was astonished at being so readily known, 
after taking such pains to disguise herself well ; con- 
sequently she hastened to leave the theatre. But she 
soon observed that she was watched and followed by 
a mask, in whom, from his size and figure, she 
thought that she recognized Baron Poilnitz, the direc- 
tor of the royal theatres and the king's chamberlain. 
She did not doubt it when he spoke to her, in spite 
of the care which he took to disguise his voice and 
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his pronunciation. He addressed trifling observa- 
tions to her, to which she did not reply, for she saw 
that he wished to make her speak. She succeeded in 
getting rid of him, and walked across the theatre in 
order to lead him astray in case he still thought of 
following her. There was a crowd, and she had great 
difficulty in reaching the entrance. At that moment 
she turned about to make sure that she was not ob- 
served, and was not a little surprised to see in a cor- 
ner Pollnitz, who appeared to be conversing confiden- 
tially with the red domino whom she supposed to be 
Count Saint Germain. She was not aware that 
Pollnitz had known him in France, and fearing some 
treason on the part of the " adventurer," she returned 
home filled with anxiety, not so much for herself as 
for the princess, whose secret she had just betrayed, 
in spite of herself, to a very suspicious person. 

When she awoke next morning she found a wreath 
of white roses hanging above her head from the cru- 
cifix which had belonged to her mother, and from 
which she had never been separated. She observed 
at the same time that the branch of cypress, which, 
since a certain evening of triumph in Vienna, had 
never ceased to decorate the crucifix, had disappeared. 
She sought for it everywhere. It seemed to her that 
whoever had left this fresh and blooming wreath had 
purposely removed the mournful relic. Her servant 
could not tell her either how or at what hour this 
substitution had been performed. She insisted that 
she had not left the house the day before, and that 
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she had not admitted any one. She had not re- 
marked, when she prepared her mistress* bed, whether 
the wreath was already in place. In a word, she was 
so ingenuously astonished at the occurrence that it 
would have been difficult to suspect her sincerity. 
This girl was thoroughly faithful; Consuelo had re- 
ceived more than one proof of it, and the only fault 
which she knew in her was an excessive loquacity, and 
the habit of taking her mistress for a confidante of all 
her gossip. She would not have missed the occasion 
to weary her with a long story and the most frivolous 
details, if she had been able to tell her anything. She 
did nothing but utter endless comments on the mys- 
terious gallantry of this wreath, and Consuelo was 
soon so bored that she begged her not to concern 
herself further about it, and to leave her in peace. 
When she was alone, she examined the wreath with 
the greatest care. The flowers were as fresh as if 
they had been culled an instant before, and as fra- 
grant as if it had not been mid-winter. Consuelo 
sighed bitterly as she thought that there were but few 
such roses at that season save in the conservatories of 
the royal residences, and that her maid might be 
right in attributing this homage to the king. " Yet 
he did not know how dear my cypress was to me," 
she thought; "why should he have had it removed? 
No matter; whatever the hand which committed 
this profanation, ill-luck attend it ! " But as Por- 
porina threw the wreath from her, she saw a little 
band of parchment drop from it. She picked it up 
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and read upon it these words, written in a strange 
hand: — 

" Every noble action deserves a recompense, and 
the only recompense of great souls is the homage of 
sympathetic souls. Let the cypress disappear from 
your bedside, generous sister, and these flowers crown 
your brow, if only for an instant. It is your diadem 
of betrothal, the pledge of your eternal marriage with 
virtue, and that of your admission to the community 
of believers." 

Consuelo, filled with amazement, pored long over 
these characters, in which her imagination strove 
to detect some faint resemblance to the writing of 
Count Albert. In spite of the mistrust aroused in 
her by the sort of initiation to which she seemed to 
be called ; in spite of her distaste for the promises of 
magic, then so widely believed in Germany and in all 
Europe ; in spite, finally, of the warning of her com- 
rades to be upon her guard, — the last words of the 
red domino and the expressions of this anonymous 
note fired her imagination with that hopeful curiosity 
which might better be termed a state of poetic ex- 
pectation. Without very well knowing why, she 
obeyed the affectionate injunction of these unknown 
friends. She placed the wreath upon her flowing 
locks, and fixed her eyes upon a mirror as if she had 
expected to see a beloved shade appear behind her. 

She was roused from her revery by a sharp, quick 
ring at the bell which caused her to shudder, and she 
was informed that Herr von Buddenbrock had some- 
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thing to say to her at once. This message was 
delivered with all the arrogance which marked the 
manners and the language of the aide-de-camp when 
he was not beneath the eye of his master. 

" Signora," said he, when she had joined him in the 
drawing-room, " you will go with me to the king at 
once. Make haste ; the king cannot wait." 

" I will not go to the king in a dressing-gown and 
slippers," replied Porporina. 

" I give you five minutes to dress yourself decently," 
returned Buddenbrock, drawing out his watch and 
motioning to her to return to her chamber. 

Consuelo, who was frightened, but resolved to take 
upon her own head all the dangers and misfortunes 
which might threaten the princess and Baron Trenck, 
dressed in less time than had been given her, and 
returned to Buddenbrock with apparent tranquillity. 

The latter had observed that the king was irritated 
when he gave the order to fetch the delinquent, and 
the royal anger had immediately taken possession of 
him, without his knowing what was the matter. But 
when he saw Consuelo so calm, he recollected that the 
king had a great weakness for her ; he said to himself 
that she might come victorious out of the fray which 
was about to begin, and bear a grudge against him for 
his ill-treatment. He considered it best to become 
humble again with her, thinking that it would be time 
enough to crush her when her disgrace was accom- 
plished. He offered her his hand with an awkward 
and constrained courtesy to help her into the carriage 
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which he had brought, and, assuming a judicial and 
astute expression, as he sat down opposite to her, hat 
in hand, said to her, — 

" This is a splendid winter morning, signora." 

" Certainly, baron," replied Consuelo with a mock- 
ing smile ; " it is magnificent weather for a drive out- 
side the walls." 

As she said this Consuelo thought with a stoical 
feeling of amusement that she might very likely spend 
the rest of this magnificent day upon the road to some 
fortress. But Buddenbrock, who could not under- 
stand the serenity of a heroic resignation, thought that 
she was threatening to have him disgraced and im- 
prisoned if she triumphed in the stormy ordeal which 
she was about to undergo. He turned pale, en- 
deavoured to make himself agreeable, could not suc- 
ceed in it, and remained anxious and out of counte- 
nance, asking himself with anguish in what manner he 
could have displeased Porporina. 

Consuelo was introduced into a cabinet, where she 
had leisure to admire the rose-coloured furniture, which 
was faded, torn by the little dogs which were always 
playing over it, and sprinkled with snuff, — in a word, 
extremely dirty. The king was not there yet, but she 
heard his voice in the next room, and it was a fright- 
ful voice when he was angry. 

" I tell you that I will make an example of these 
rascals, and that I will purge Prussia of this vermin 
which has so long been feeding upon it ! " he cried 
his boots creaking as if he were walking violently up 
and down the room. 
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" And your majesty will confer a great service upon 
reason and upon Prussia," replied another voice; 
" but that is no reason why a woman " — 

" Yes, it is a reason, my dear Voltaire. Do you 
not know that the worst intrigues and the most infer- 
nal machinations bloom in those little brains ? " 

" A woman, sire, a woman ! " 

" Well, suppose you repeat it once more ! You 
like women ! You have had the misfortune to live 
under a petticoat government, and you do not know 
that they must be treated like soldiers, like slaves, 
when they meddle in serious matters." 

" But your majesty cannot believe that there is 
anything serious in this affair. Sedatives and douches 
are what must be employed with miracle-mongers and 
the adepts of the great work." 
. "You do not know what you are talking about, 
Voltaire 1 Suppose I were to tell you that poor La 
Mettrie was poisoned ? " 

"As any one will be who eats more than his 
stomach can contain and digest. An indigestion is a 
poisoning." 

" I tell you that it was not his gluttony alone which 
killed him. They made him eat an eagle pie, telling 
him that it was pheasant." 

" The Prussian eagle is very fatal, I know ; but it is 
with lightning, not with poison, that it kills. 

" Oh, spare yourself your metaphors ! I would 
wager a hundred to one that he was poisoned. La 
Mettrie had believed in all their extravagances, poor 
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devil 1 and he would tell whoever would listen to 
him, half in earnest, half in jest, that he had been 
shown ghosts and demons. His mind, so unbelieving 
and flighty, had been unsettled. But as he abandoned 
Trenck, after having been his friend, they have pun- 
ished him in their fashion. And now I will punish 
them, and they will remember it 1 As for those who 
wish, under the cloak of these infamous impositions, 
to form conspiracies and evade the vigilance of the 
laws" — 

Here the king closed the door, which had remained 
partly open, and Consuelo could hear nothing more. 
After waiting in anguish for a quarter of an hour, she 
at last saw the terrible Frederick appear, frightfully 
aged and disfigured by anger. He closed all the doors 
with care without looking at her or speaking to her, 
and when he came towards her there was something 
so diabolical in his eyes that she thought for a mo- 
ment that he intended to strangle her. She knew 
that in his fits of rage he was seized, as if in spite of 
himself, by the savage instincts of his father, and did 
not fail to kick the shins of his public officials when 
he was dissatisfied with their conduct. La Mettrie 
laughed at this cowardly brutality, and asserted that 
this exercise was excellent for the gout, by which the 
king was prematurely attacked. But La Mettrie 
would never again cause the king to laugh, or laugh at 
his expense. Young, active, stout, and healthy, he 
had died two days before from the results of an ex- 
cess at table, and some dark fancy had suggested to 
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the king the suspicion which caused him to attribute 
his death sometimes to the hatred of the Jesuits, some- 
times to the machinations of the fashionable sorcerers. 
Frederick was himself, without being conscious of it, 
under the influence of the vague and childish terror 
with which the occult science filled all Germany, 

u listen to me well, you I " he said to Consuelo, 
transfixing her with his glance. u You are unmasked, 
you are lost. You have only one means of safety, 
which is to confess all at once, frankly, unreservedly." 

And as Consuelo was preparing to reply, he pointed 
to the floor and cried, "To your knees, wretched 
creature ; to your knees 1 You cannot make such a 
confession standing. You ought already to have your 
face in the dust. To your knees, I say, or I will not 
listen to you." 

" As I have absolutely nothing to say to you," said 
Consuelo in an icy tone, " you have no need to listen 
to me ; and as for my kneeling, that you will never 
get me to do." 

For a moment the king thought of knocking down 
and trampling upon this mad girl. Consuelo looked 
involuntarily at the hands which Frederick stretched 
convulsively towards her, and it seemed to her that 
she saw his nails protruding from his fingers, like 
those of a cat about to spring upon its prey. But the 
royal claws quickly drew in. Frederick, with all his 
littleness, was too great-souled not to admire courage 
in others. He smiled, affecting a contempt which he 
was far from feeling. 
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" Unhappy child I " said he with an air of pity, 
"they have succeeded in making a fanatic of you. 
But listen I Time is precious. You can still buy 
back your life ; in five minutes it will be too late. I 
give you these five minutes ; make good use of them. 
Make up your mind to reveal everything, or prepare 
to die ! " 

" I am prepared already," replied Consuelo, indig- 
nant at what she believed an empty threat, spoken 
only to frighten her. 

" Be silent and reflect/' said the king, sitting down 
before his desk and opening a book with an affectation 
of calmness which did not wholly conceal a deep and 
painful emotion. 

Consuelo, while recollecting how grotesquely Herr 
von Buddenbrock had aped the king by giving her, 
watch in hand, five minutes in which to dress, resolved 
to make use of her time, as she had been bidden, to 
trace out a course of action. She felt that what she 
must above all avoid was the skilful and searching 
interrogatory in which the king was about to envelop 
her as in a net. Who could hope to outwit such a 
judge? She would be in danger of falling into his 
traps, and of ruining the princess when she thought 
she was saving her. She therefore formed the gener- 
ous resolution not to endeavour to justify herself, not 
even to ask of what she was accused, but to irritate 
the judge by her insolence until he should pronounce 
her sentence ab irato> without reason and without 
justice. Ten minutes passed without the king's rais- 
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ing his eyes from his book. Perhaps he wished to 
give her time to think better of it ; perhaps what he 
read had succeeded in absorbing him. 

" Have you decided upon your course? " said he, 
at last laying down the book and crossing his legs 
while he leaned his elbow upon the table. 

" I have no course to decide upon," replied Con- 
suelo ; " I am under the control of injustice and 
violence. Nothing remains for me but to submit to 
the inconvenience of it." 

"Is it I whom you charge with violence and 
injustice?" 

" If it is not you, it is the absolute power which you 
exercise, which corrupts your heart and misleads your 
judgment." 

" Very fine ! It is you, who presume to judge my 
conduct, and you forget that you have but a few 
moments in which to save yourself from death." 

" You have not the right to dispose of my life ; I 
am not your subject, and if you violate the rights of 
persons, so much the worse for you. As for me, I 
would rather die than live another day beneath your 
laws." 

"You hate me sincerely!" said the king, who 
seemed to perceive Consuelo's design, and caused it 
to fail by assuming a contemptuous calmness. " I see 
that you have been at a good school, and this role of 
a Spartan virgin, which you assume so well, proclaims 
your accomplices and reveals their conduct more than 
you think. But you are ill-informed concerning the 
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rights of persons and human laws. Every sovereign 
has a right to kill those who come into his dominions 
to conspire against him." 

" I conspire ! " cried Consuelo, carried away by the 
consciousness of truth ; and, too indignant to justify 
herself, she shrugged her shoulders and turned her 
back as if to go away without knowing very well what 
she was doing. 

"Where are you going? " asked the king, struck by 
her air of irresistible truthfulness. 

" I am going to prison, to the scaffold, or wherever 
you see fit, if only I may be spared hearing this ab- 
surd accusation." 

" You are very angry ! " returned the king with a 
sardonic laugh; "do you wish me to tell you why? 
It is because you came here resolved to pose as a 
Roman matron before me, and because you see that 
your comedy only amuses me. Nothing is so morti- 
fying, especially for an actress, as not to produce an 
effect in a part." 

Consuelo, disdaining to reply, folded her arms and 
looked fixedly at the king with an assurance which 
wellnigh disconcerted him. To escape from the 
anger which was awaking in him, he was compelled 
to break the silence and to return to his bitter sar- 
casms, in the hope that he would irritate the accused, 
and that, in defending herself, she would lose her re- 
serve and her caution. 

" Yes," said he, as if replying to the mute language 
of this haughty face, " I know very well that they 
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make you believe that I am in love with you, and 
that you think you can brave me with impunity. All 
this would be very comical if persons for whom I care 
a little more than I do for you were not concerned in 
the matter. Although you are excited by the vanity 
of playing a fine scene, you ought to know that sub- 
ordinate confidants are always sacrificed by those who 
employ them. Consequently, it is not they whom I 
intend to punish ; they are too near my person for 
me to be able to punish them, save by chastising you 
severely before their eyes. It is for you to judge 
whether you should submit to this evil for persons 
who have betrayed your interests, and who have laid 
everything to the charge of your indiscreet and am- 
bitious zeal." 

" Sire," replied Consuelo, " I do not know what 
you mean, but the manner in which you speak of con- 
fidants and of those who employ them makes me 
tremble for you." 

" What do you mean? " 

" I mean that you make me think that in the days 
when you were the foremost victim of tyranny, you 
gave up Major Katt to your father's inquisition." 

The king became as pale as death. Every one 
knows that, after an attempted flight into England 
during his youth, he had seen his confidant beheaded 
by his father's orders. Confined in prison, he had 
been led and held by force before a window, that he 
might see the blood of his friend flow upon the scaf- 
fold. This frightful scene, of which he was as inno- 
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cent as possible, had produced a terrible impression 
upon him. But it is the fate of princes to follow the 
examples of despotism, even when they have suffered 
from it most cruelly. Frederick's mind had been 
hardened in misfortune, and after a painful youth 
passed in captivity, he had ascended the throne filled 
with principles and prejudices of absolute authority. 
No reproach could have been more cutting than that 
which Consuelo had pretended to make him, to recall 
to him his former misfortunes and to cause him to 
feel his present injustice. It pierced him to the 
heart, but the effect of the wound was as little salu- 
tary to his hardened soul as the execution of Major 
Katt had formerly been. He rose, and said in a 
trembling voice, — 

"That is enough; you may withdraw." 
He rang, and during the few seconds which elapsed 
before his servants arrived, he reopened his book 
and pretended to be absorbed in it. But a nervous 
tremor shook his hand and caused the leaf to rustle 
which he strove to turn. 

A lackey entered; the king made a sign to him, 
and Consuelo was conducted into another room. 
One of the king's little greyhounds which had not 
ceased to look at her, wagging its tail, and to fawn 
round her to attract her caresses, began to follow 
her ; and the king, who had no heart, save for these 
little animals, was obliged to recall Mopsule just as 
she was passing through the door at the heels of the 
condemned. The king had a mania, not devoid of 
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reason, perhaps, of believing his dogs endowed with 
a species of instinctive power of divining the feelings 
of those who approached him. He became distrust- 
ful when he saw that they persisted in according a 
bad reception to certain people, and, on the contrary, 
he was persuaded that he could count on those 
whom his dogs were disposed to caress. In spite of 
his inward agitation, Mopsule's marked sympathy for 
Porporina had not escaped him ; and when the dog 
came back towards him hanging her head with a sad 
and regretful air, he struck the table as he said to 
himself, thinking of Consuelo, " And yet she has no 
evil intentions towards me ! " 

"Did your majesty send for me?" said Budden- 
brock, appearing at another door. 

" No ! " said the king, indignant at the zeal with 
which the courtier stooped upon his prey ; " go out, 
I will ring for you." 

Hurt at being treated like a lackey, Buddenbrock 
went out, and during a few minutes, which the king 
passed in deep thought, Consuelo was kept under 
guard in the Hall of the Gobelins. At last the bell 
was heard, and the mortified aide-de-camp was as 
prompt as ever in hastening to his master. The 
king appeared mild and communicative. 

" Buddenbrock," said he, " that girl is an admi- 
rable character I In Rome she would have deserved 
a triumph, the eight-horsed chariot, and the crown 
of oak leaves. Take a post-chaise and conduct her 
yourself outside the city, and set her under a good 
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escort, on the road to Spandau, to be imprisoned 
there and placed on the regime of the prisoners of 
state, not the mildest ; you understand ? " 

" Yes, sire." 

"Wait a little. You will get into the carriage 
with her to drive through the city, and you will 
frighten her by your talk. It would be well to cause 
her to think that she is to be handed over to the 
hangman, and whipped in all the squares of the city, 
as was done in the time of the king my father. 
But while telling her these stories, you will remember 
that you are not to disturb a hair of her head, and 
you will put on your glove to offer her your hand. 
Go, and learn, by admiring her stoical devotion, how 
you should act towards those who honour you with 
their confidence. It will do you no harm." 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Consuelo was taken back to her house in the same 
carriage which had brought her to the palace. Two 
officers were placed before each door of her room in 
the interior of the house, and Herr von Buddenbrock, 
watch in hand, according to his custom, imitated 
from the rigid punctuality of his master, gave her an 
hour in which to make her preparations, not without 
notifying her that her luggage would be examined by 
the employes of the fortress in which she was to re- 
side. When she entered her room, she found her pos- 
sessions in picturesque disorder. During her inter- 
view with the king, officers of the secret police had 
come with instructions to force all her locks and carry 
away all her papers. Consuelo, who had no papers, 
but music, felt some grief when she thought that per- 
haps she might never again see her dear and precious 
authors, the only wealth which she had amassed in her 
life. She regretted far less some jewels which had 
been given her by various great people in Vienna and 
Berlin, in compensation for evenings of singing. They 
were taken from her under pretext that there might 
be among them seditious emblems or rings containing 
poison. The king never knew of it, and Consuelo 
never saw them again. Those whom Frederick em- 
ployed in such low work indulged without shame in 
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these honest speculations, being ill-paid, and knowing 
that the king would rather close his eyes to their 
plundering than increase their salaries. 

Consuelo's first look was for her crucifix, and seeing 
that they had not thought of seizing it, no doubt be- 
cause of its trifling value, she quickly took it down 
and placed it in her pocket. She saw the wreath of 
roses lying withered on the floor ; then, picking it up 
to examine it, she was terrified to see that the band of 
parchment containing the mysterious encouragement 
was no longer attached to it. It was the only evi- 
dence which they could have against her of her com- 
plicity with a pretended conspiracy, but to what sus- 
picions might this feeble proof give rise ! As she 
sought for it anxiously, she put her hand in her pocket 
and found it. She had placed it there mechanically 
when Buddenbrock had come for her an hour before. 

Reassured on this point, and knowing well that 
nothing would be found in her papers which could 
compromise any one, she hastened to collect the aj> 
tides necessary for an absence which, as she could not 
conceal from herself, might be a long one. She had 
nobody to help her, for they had arrested her servant 
to examine her ; and amidst these costumes, torn from 
the wardrobes and thrown in confusion over all the 
furniture, she had, besides the agitation caused by her 
situation, some difficulty in finding what she wanted. 
Suddenly the sound of a hard object falling in the 
middle of her room attracted her attention ; it was a 
large nail which was driven through a small note. 
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The style was laconic, 

" Do you wish to fly? Show yourself at your win- 
dow. In three minutes you will be in safety." 

Consuelo's first impulse was to run to the window. 
But she stopped half-way, for she thought that her 
escape, even if it could be effected, would be like a 
confession of her guilt ; and such a confession, in the 
circumstances, always presupposes accomplices. " O 
Princess Amelia ! " she thought ; " if it be true that 
you have betrayed me, I will not betray you ! I will 
pay my debt to Trenck ! He saved my life ; if need 
be, I will lose it for him ! " 

Revived by this generous idea, she finished her 
packing with great presence of mind, and was ready 
when Buddenbrock came for her. She thought his 
expression more hypocritical and malicious even than 
usual. Servile and ill-tempered at the same time, he 
was jealous of the friendships of his master, like those 
old dogs who bite all the friends of the house. He 
had felt hurt by the lesson which the king had given 
him while charging him to cause the victim to suffer, 
and he was eager to revenge himself upon her. 

" I am greatly pained, signora," said he, " by hav- 
ing to carry out such severe orders. It is long since 
anything of the kind has been seen in Berlin. No ; it 
has not occurred since the time of King Frederick 
William, the august father of his majesty now reign- 
ing. It was a cruel example of the severity of our 
laws and of the terrible power of our prince. I shall 
remember it all my life." 
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"Of what example are you speaking, sir?" said 
Consuelo, who began to believe that her life was in 
danger. 

" Of none in particular," replied Buddenbrock; "I 
was speaking of the reign of Frederick William, which 
was, from one end to the other, an example of firm- 
ness never to be forgotten. In those days they re- 
spected neither age nor sex, when they thought they 
had a serious fault to punish. I recollect a young 
person, very pretty, well born, and amiable, who, be- 
cause she sometimes received the visits of an august 
personage contrary to the king's wishes, was handed 
over to the hangman, and driven from the city after 
having been beaten with rods." 

" I know the story, sir," replied Consuelo, divided 
between terror and indignation. " The young person 
was pure and virtuous. Her only crime was that she 
had sung and played with his majesty now reigning, 
as you say, then prince royal. Has this same Fred- 
erick suffered so little from the catastrophes brought 
down by him upon the heads of others that he now 
wishes to frighten me by the threat of some similar 
infamy?" 

"I do not think so, signora. His majesty does 
nothing which is not great and just ; and you should 
know whether your innocence protects you from his 
wrath, I should like to believe so ; but I just saw 
the king angry as he has perhaps never been before. 
He cried out, that he was wrong to wish to reign in- 
dulgently, and that never, during the lifetime of his 
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father, had a woman shown the audacity which you 
displayed. And some other words uttered by his 
majesty cause me to fear for you some ignominious 
punishment, I know not what. I do not wish to 
guess it. My duty in this matter is very painful; 
and if, at the gate of the city, we should find that the 
king had given orders contrary to those which I have 
received, to take you directly to Spandau, I should 
hasten to leave you, the dignity of my office not per- 
mitting me to be present." 

Herr von Buddenbrock stopped, seeing that the 
effect was produced, and that the unfortunate Con- 
suelo was near swooning. At that moment she 
almost repented of her devotion, and could not help 
calling in her heart upon her unknown protectors. 
But as she gazed with a haggard eye at Budden- 
brock's features, she saw upon them the hesitation of 
untruthfulness, and began to take courage. Still, her 
heart beat as if it would have burst her bosom when a 
police-officer came, at the gate of Berlin, to exchange 
a few words with Herr von Buddenbrock. While 
they were speaking, one of the grenadiers who ac- 
companied them on horseback came up to the op- 
posite window and said rapidly in an undertone : — 

" Be easy, signora, there will be plenty of blood 
spilled before they do you any harm." 

In her agitation, Consuelo did not distinguish the 
features of this unknown friend, who immediately 
moved away. The carriage set out at a gallop on 
the road to the fortress, and at the end of an hour 
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Porporina was imprisoned in Spandau with all the 
customary formalities, or rather with the little formal- 
ity which an absolute power requires in its procedure. 

This citadel, which was then considered impregna- 
ble, is built in a lake formed by the confluence of 
the Havel and the Spree. The day had become 
dark and foggy, and Consuelo, having accomplished 
her sacrifice, felt that species of apathetic exhaustion 
which follows deeds of energy and enthusiasm. She 
consequently suffered herself to be led to the dreary 
abode which was assigned to her without looking at 
anything. She felt exhausted, and though it was 
scarcely mid-day, she threw herself fully dressed upon 
her bed and went sound asleep. To the fatigue 
which she felt was joined that delightful feeling of 
security which is the fruit of a good conscience, and 
although her bed was hard and narrow she enjoyed 
a perfect sleep. 

She had been for some time only half asleep when 
she heard midnight striking from the castle clock. 
Musical ears are so sensitive to sound that she was 
completely awakened by it. Raising herself on her 
bed, she realized that she was in prison, and that she 
would have to spend her first night there in thought, 
since she had slept all day. The prospect of such a 
watch, in darkness and inaction, was not very pleas- 
ant ; but she said to herself that she must be resigned 
to it, and set to work at once to become accustomed 
to it. She was astonished at not feeling cold, and 
congratulated herself on at least not experiencing 
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that physical discomfort which paralyses thought. 
The wind moaned outside in a mournful fashion, the 
rain dashed against the glass, and Consuelo did not 
perceive, through her narrow windows, that behind 
the network of iron bars was the dark and cloudy 
sky of a starless night. 

The poor captive spent the first hour of this ex- 
perience, wholly new and unfamiliar to her, with a 
perfectly lucid mind and in thoughts full of logic, rea- 
son, and philosophy. But little by little this tension 
wearied her brain, and the night began to appear 
gloomy to her. Her positive reflections changed to 
vague and odd reveries. Fantastic images, painful 
memories, and frightful apprehensions assailed her, 
and she found herself in a condition which was 
neither sleep nor waking, and in which all her ideas 
took on a form and appeared to float about in the 
darkness of her cell. Now she would fancy herself 
upon the stage, and sing a whole role which wearied 
her, and the recollection of which beset her without 
her being able to get rid of it ; again she would see 
herself in the hands of the hangman, her shoulders 
bare before a stupid and curious mob, and torn by the 
rods, while the king looked at her with an angry 
expression from a balcony, and Anzoleto laughed in a 
corner. At last she fell into a kind of stupor, and had 
before her eyes only the spectre of Albert lying on his 
funeral couch and making vain efforts to rise and come 
to her aid. Then this vision disappeared and she 
thought herself asleep in the grotto of the Schrecken- 
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stein, while the sublime but harrowing strains of 
Albert's violin uttered, in the distance, an eloquent 
and sorrowful prayer. Consuelo was indeed half 
asleep, and the sound of the instrument soothed her 
ear and brought calmness to her mind. The phrases 
were so coherent, though weakened by distance, and 
the modulations so distinct, that she persuaded her- 
self she really heard them without thinking of being 
astonished. It seemed to her that this fantastic con- 
cert lasted more than an hour, and was at last lost in 
the air by insensible degrees, Consuelo had really 
gone to sleep again, and day was beginning to break 
when she opened her eyes. 

Her first care was to examine her room, which she 
had not even looked at the day before, so completely 
had her moral life absorbed in her all the feeling of 
physical life. The cell was quite bare, but clean, and 
well warmed by a brick stove which was lighted on 
the outside, and which gave no light within the room, 
but kept it at a comfortable temperature. A single 
arched opening lighted this apartment, which was not 
too dark. The walls were whitewashed and not very 
high. 

There were three knocks upon the door, and the 
warder cried in a loud voice, — 

" Prisoner number three, rise and dress. Your cell 
will be visited in a quarter of an hour." 

Consuelo hastened to obey, and to make her bed 
before the return of the warder who brought her 
bread and water for the day with a very respectful 
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manner. He had the dignified bearing of an old 
butler in a good family, and he placed this frugal 
repast upon the table with as much care and neatness 
as he would have employed in serving an elaborate 
banquet. 

Consuelo examined this man, who was of middle 
age, and whose intelligent and kindly face had in it 
nothing repulsive at first sight. He had been chosen 
to serve the women because of his morals, his man- 
ners, and his unfailing discretion. His name was 
Schwartz, as he told Consuelo. 

" I live under you," he said ; " and if you were ill, 
you would only have to call from your window." 

" Have you not a wife ? " asked Consuelo. 

"Certainly," he replied; "and if you absolutely 
need her she will be at your orders. But she is 
forbidden to communicate with the female prisoners 
save in case of illness. The physician is the judge of 
that. I have also a son who will share with me the 
honour of serving you " — 

" I have no need of so many servants, and if you 
will kindly allow it, Herr Schwartz, I will have to do 
with no one but you or your wife." 

" I know that my age and my face reassure ladies, 
but my son is no more to be feared than I ; he is an 
excellent lad, full of piety, of sweetness, and of 
firmness." 

The turnkey pronounced this last word with an 
expressive distinctness which the prisoner understood 
thoroughly. 
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" Herr Schwartz," said she, "you will have no need 
of your firmness with me. I came here almost volun- 
tarily, and I have no intention of escaping. So long 
as I am treated decently and properly, as there seems 
a disposition to do, I shall bear the prison discipline 
without complaining, no matter how severe it may 
be." 

As she said this, Consuelo, who had eaten nothing 
in four and twenty hours, and who had suffered from 
hunger all night, began to break the black bread and 
eat with an appetite. 

Then she observed that her resignation made an 
impression upon the old turnkey, and that he was 
both surprised and disappointed. 

" Does not your ladyship dislike this coarse fare ? " 
said he, with some embarrassment. 

"I will confess to you that, for the sake of my 
health, I should like something more substantial ; but 
if I must be contented with this, it will not be a great 
annoyance to me." 

"Yet you were accustomed to good living? You 
had a good table at home, I suppose?" 

" Certainly." 

" Then," said Schwartz in an insinuating manner, 
" why do you not have proper meals served to you 
here, at your own expense? " 

"Is it permitted?" 

" Of course ! " cried Schwartz, whose eyes glistened 
at the thought of finding a customer where he had 
feared the person too poor or too abstemious to 
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afford him any profit, " If your ladyship took the 
precaution to conceal some money about you when 
you came here, I am not forbidden to furnish you 
with what food you like. My wife is an excellent 
cook, and we have a very good service of plate." 

" That is very amiable of you," replied Consuelo, 
who observed Herr Schwartz's cupidity with more 
disgust than satisfaction. "But the question is 
whether I have any money. I was searched when I 
came here ; I know that they left me a crucifix for 
which I cared greatly, but I did not notice whether 
they took my purse." 

" Your ladyship did not notice? " 

" No ; does that astonish you ? " 

" But your ladyship knows how much was in your 
purse ? " 

" Pretty nearly." As she said this Consuelo ex- 
amined her pockets and found in them not a farthing. 
" Herr Schwartz," said she with a brave smile, " I see 
that they have left me nothing. I shall have to con- 
tent myself with the fare of the prisoners. Do not 
cherish false hopes in the matter." 

" Well, madam, - " said Schwartz, not without making 
a visible effort, " I will prove to you that mine is an 
honest family, and that you have to do with worthy 
people. Your purse is in my pocket; here it is." 
And he held the purse before Porporina's eyes, then 
put it quietly back in his pocket. 

" Much good may it do you 1 " said Consuelo, as- 
tonished at his impudence. 
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"Wait ! " said the grasping but scrupulous Schwartz. 
" It was my wife who searched you. She has orders 
to leave the prisoners no money, for fear that they 
might use it to bribe their jailers. But when the 
jailers are incorruptible, the precaution is useless. 
She did not, therefore, consider it her duty to give 
your money to the governor. But as she has instruc- 
tions to the letter of which she is in conscience obliged 
to conform, your purse cannot return directly to your 
hands." 

" Keep it, then, since that is your good pleasure," 
said Consuelo. 

" Of course I shall keep it, and you will thank me 
for it. I am the custodian of your money, and I will 
employ it for your necessities in what way you choose. 
I will bring you the dishes which are agreeable to you, 
I will tend your stove carefully, I will even furnish 
you with a better bed and such linen as you wish. I 
will make up my account every day, and pay myself 
out of your funds while there is a balance." 

" Good ! I see that it is possible to compromise 
with Heaven, and I appreciate Herr Schwartz's honesty 
as it deserves. But when this sum, which is not con- 
siderable, is exhausted, will you furnish me with the 
means of procuring more money? " 

" I beg your ladyship not to put it that way I That 
would be to fail in my duty, and that I could never 
do. But your ladyship will not suffer $ you will desig- 
nate to me the person in Berlin or elsewhere who has 
charge of your funds, and I will forward my bills to 
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this person, that they may be regularly paid. My 
instructions do not forbid that." 

"Very good. You have discovered a way of 
evading these instructions, which are of little value 
since they permit you to treat us well, and yet take 
from us the means to induce you to do so. When 
my gold pieces are at an end, I will arrange a way to 
satisfy you. Begin by bringing me some chocolate ; 
you can give me a chicken and some vegetables for 
dinner ; during the day you will get me some books, 
and this evening you will give me a light." 

"Your ladyship shall have the chocolate in five 
minutes, and there will be no trouble about the dinner. 
I will add a good soup to it, some sweets, which 
ladies never dislike, and some good coffee, which is 
very wholesome for resisting the damp air of this 
dwelling. As for the books and the light, it is im- 
possible. I should be discharged at once, and my 
conscience forbids me to disobey my instructions." 

" But are not dainty food and sweets equally for- 
bidden?" 

" No. We are permitted to treat ladies, and es- 
pecially your ladyship, with humanity, in all that per- 
tains to health and comfort." 

" But ennui is equally harmful to health." 

"Your ladyship is mistaken. By eating well and 
allowing the mind to rest, people always grow stout 
here. I could tell you of a lady who came here as 
slender as you, and who left, twenty years later, weigh- 
ing at least a hundred and ninety pounds." 
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" A thousand thanks, Herr Schwartz, I do not de- 
sire to gain so formidable a size, and I hope that you 
will not refuse me the books and the light." 

" I humbly beg your ladyships pardon, but I can- 
not disobey my orders. Besides, your ladyship will 
not be bored here ; you will have your harpsichord 
and your music." 

" Indeed? Is it to you that I shall owe this conso- 
lation, Herr Schwartz? " 

" No, signora ; it is his majesty's order, and I have 
the governor's instructions to admit these articles and 
have them placed in your room." 

Consuelo, enchanted at being able to play and 
sing, no longer thought of asking for anything else. 
She took her chocolate gayly while Herr Schwartz ar- 
ranged her furniture, which consisted of a poor bed, 
two straw-bottomed chairs, and a little pine table. 

u Your ladyship will need a chest of drawers," said 
he, with that insinuating air which is assumed by those 
who are disposed to heap attentions and kindness 
upon us for our money ; " and, besides, a better bed, 
a carpet, a bureau, an arm-chair, a toilet table " — 

"I accept the chest of drawers and the toilet 
table," replied Consuelo, who thought of husbanding 
her resources. " Never mind the other things ; I am 
not delicate, and I beg you to supply me with only 
what I ask of you." 

Schwartz shook his head with an air of surprise and 
almost of contempt, but he did not reply, and when 
he returned to his worthy spouse, he said to her, 
speaking of his prisoner, — 
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" She is not ill-disposed, but she is poor. We shall 
not make much out of her." 

" What do you expect her to spend?" replied Frau 
Schwartz, shrugging her shoulders. "She is not a 
lady; she is an actress, they say." 

" An actress ! " cried Schwartz. " Ah, good ! I am 
delighted for the sake of our son Gottlieb ! " 

"Oh, fie ! " returned Frau Schwartz with a frown ; 
" do you wish to make a jack-pudding of him ? " 

"You do not understand me, wife. He will be a 
minister ; I shall never relinquish that idea. He has 
studied for it, and he is of the clay of which they are 
made. But as he will have to preach, and as he has 
not thus far shown much eloquence, this actress will 
give him lessons in declamation." 

" That is not a bad idea. If only she does not de- 
duct the price of the lessons from our bills." 

" Do not worry about that ! She has not the least 
sense," replied Schwartz, rubbing his hands with a 
sneering laugh. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

The harpsichord arrived during the day. It was 
the same which Consuelo hired in Berlin, at her own 
cost. She was very glad not to have to risk in another 
instrument a new acquaintance less agreeable and 
less sure. On his part the king, who watched over 
the slightest details of business, had inquired, when 
he gave the order to send the harpsichord to the 
prison, whether it belonged to the prima-donna ; and 
when he learned that it was hired, he sent word to the 
owner that he would guarantee its return, but that the 
rent would be at the cost of the prisoner. Upon this 
the dealer had ventured to remark that there was no 
legal remedy against a person in prison, especially if 
he happened to die there. Baron Pollnitz, who was 
charged with this important negotiation, had replied 
with a laugh, — 

" My dear sir, you would not haggle with the king 
over such a trifle, and besides, it would be of no use. 
He has decreed the arrest of your harpsichord, and its 
imprisonment to-day at Spandau." 

Porporina's scores and manuscripts were also 
brought her ; and while she was wondering at so much 
mildness in her treatment, the commandant of the 
fortress came to visit her, to explain that she would 
have to continue her duties as prima-donna at the 
royal theatre. 
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"This is his majesty's command," said he. 
"Whenever the manager of the opera-house places 
your name on the programme, a carriage, accom- 
panied by an escort, will take you to the theatre at 
the appointed hour, and immediately after the per- 
formance will bring you back to sleep at the fortress. 
These journeys will be made with the greatest punctu- 
ality, and with the respect which is due you. I hope, 
signora, that you will not compel us, by any attempt 
at escape, to increase the rigour of your confinement. 
In accordance with the king's orders, you have been 
placed in a room with a fire, and you will be allowed 
to walk upon the rampart which you see, as often as 
is agreeable to you. In a word, we are responsible 
not only for your person, but for your health and for 
your voice. The only discomfort to which you will 
be subjected is that your confinement will be solitary, 
and that you will not be allowed to communicate with 
any one, either within or without. As we have few 
ladies here, and as a single warder is sufficient for the 
building which they occupy, you will not have the 
annoyance of being served by vulgar persons. The 
honest face and good manners of Herr Schwartz 
should satisfy you on this point. A little ennui will, 
therefore, be the only ill which you will have to bear, 
and I can understand that at your age and in the 
brilliant position which you occupied " — 

"Do not trouble yourself, major," said Consuelo 
with some pride. " I am never bored when I can be 
busy. I have but one favour to ask ; that is, to have 
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writing materials and a light, that I may work at my 
music in the evening." 

" That is altogether impossible. I am in despair 
at refusing the only request of so brave a person, 
but I can, in compensation, give you authority to sing 
at all hours of the day and night, if you like. Your 
room is the only one occupied in this isolated tower. 
The warder's apartment is below you, it is true ; but 
Herr Schwartz is too well-bred to complain of hear- 
ing so beautiful a voice, and as for me, I regret that 
I shall not be within reach of it to enjoy it." 

This conversation, at which Master Schwartz was 
present, was closed with profound salutations, and the 
old officer retired convinced from the singer's calm- 
ness that she was there for some slight breach of 
theatrical discipline, and for a few weeks at most. 
Consuelo herself did not know whether she was 
there charged with complicity in a political con- 
spiracy, or only for the crime of having rendered a 
service to Frederick von Trenck, or, finally, for having 
been simply the faithful confidante of Princess Amelia. 

For two or three days our captive felt more dis- 
comfort, sadness, and ennui than she cared to admit 
to herself. The length of the nights, which still 
lasted fourteen hours at this season, was peculiarly 
disagreeable to her, so long as she could hope to 
obtain a light, pens, and ink from Herr Schwartz. 
But it did not take her long to convince herself that 
this obsequious man was endowed with inflexible 
obstinacy. Schwartz was not ill-natured ; he did not, 
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like most of his kind, take pleasure in causing suf- 
fering. He was even pious after his own fashion, 
believing that he served God and earned his own sal- 
vation so long as he complied with such of his oaths 
of office as he could not evade. It is true that these 
reserved cases were few in number, and related to 
articles in which there was less chance of profit from 
the prisoners than of danger to his place. 

"How silly she is," he said in speaking of Con- 
suelo to his wife, " to think that to earn a few pennies 
everyday from candles I will risk being discharged ! " 

" Take good care," replied his wife, who was the 
Egeria of his pecuniary inspirations, " not to advance 
her a single dinner when her purse is empty." 

" Be easy about that. She has some savings, she 
has told me, and Signor Porporino, the singer at the 
theatre, has charge of them." 

"A bad security," replied the woman. "Read 
the code of our Prussian laws ; you will see one in 
regard to actors which discharges all debtors from 
claims by them. Take care that the said actress's 
trustee does not invoke the law, and withhold the 
money when you present your bill." 

" But since her engagement with the theatre is not 
broken by her imprisonment, since she is to continue 
her services, I will attach her salary." 

"And who assures you that she will receive any 
salary? The king knows the law better than any one, 
and if it be his good pleasure to appeal to it " — 

" You think of everything, wife ! " said Herr 
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Schwartz ; " I will be upon my guard. No money, — 
no food, no fire, the prison furniture. The letter of 
the law." 

It was thus that the Schwartzes discussed the fate 
of Consuelo. As for her, when she was well assured 
that the honest warder was incorruptible in regard to 
candles, she accepted the situation and arranged her 
days so as not to suffer too much from the length 
of the nights. She refrained from singing during the 
day, that she might reserve that occupation for the 
evening. She even abstained as far as possible from 
thinking of music and from occupying her mind with 
musical reminiscences or inspirations before the hours 
of darkness. On the contrary, she devoted the 
morning and the day to reflections suggested by her 
position, to remembering the events of her life and 
to a dreamy study of the contingencies of the future. 
In this way she succeeded in a little while in making 
two parts of her life, — one wholly philosophical, one 
entirely musical ; and she learned that with persever- 
ance one can, up to a certain point, impose regular 
action and submission to the will upon that capri- 
cious and restive courser, Fancy, upon that fantastic 
muse, Imagination. By living abstemiously, in spite 
of the prescriptions and insinuations of Herr Schwartz, 
and by taking a great deal of exercise upon the ram- 
part, even though she did not enjoy it, she succeeded 
in making herself very calm in the evenings, and in 
spending agreeably those hours of darkness which 
prisoners who endeavour to compel sleep in order to 
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escape from ennui fill with phantoms and agitation. 
Finally, by giving only six hours to sleep, she was 
soon sure of slumbering peacefully every night, with- 
out ever having an excess of sleep trespass on the 
repose of the following night. 

At the end of a week she was already so thor- 
oughly accustomed to her prison that it appeared to 
her that she had never lived otherwise. The even- 
ings, which had been so terrible at first, had become 
her most agreeable hours; and the darkness, far 
from causing her the fright which she expected, re- 
vealed to her treasures of musical conceptions which 
she had carried in her mind for a long while, without 
having been able to make use of or formulate them, 
because of the excitement of her life as a performer. 
When she felt that improvisation, on the one hand, 
and on the other execution from memory, would be 
sufficient to fill up her evenings, she allowed herself 
to devote a few hours every day to writing down her 
inspirations and to studying her composers with 
greater care than she had been able to do amid 
a thousand emotions, or beneath the eye of an im- 
patient or systematic teacher. To write her music, 
she employed at first a pin, with which she pricked 
the notes upon the lines, and afterwards little splinters 
of wood, which she obtained from her furniture and 
charred against the stove when it was hottest. But 
as these methods took time, and as she had but a very 
small supply of music-paper, she comprehended that 
it would be better to exercise still more the strong 
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memory with which she was endowed, and to charge 
it in an orderly fashion with the numerous composi- 
tions which each day brought forth. She succeeded 
in this, and, with practice, she could go back from 
one to another without having written them out and 
without confusing them. 

Still, as her room was very warm, thanks to the 
surplus of fuel which Herr Schwartz benevolently 
added to the ration of the establishment, and as 
the rampart upon which she walked was always swept 
by an icy wind, she could not avoid in a few days a 
hoarseness which deprived her of the diversion of 
going to sing at the theatre at Berlin. The physician 
of the prison, who had been charged to see her twice 
a week, and to give an account of her health to 
Baron Pollnitz, wrote that she had a failure of the 
voice on the very day upon which the chamberlain 
purposed, with the king's approval, to have her reap- 
pear before the public. Her return was therefore 
postponed without her feeling the least disappoint- 
ment ; she did not care to breathe the air of liberty 
until she had become sufficiently accustomed to her 
prison to return to it without regret. 

Consequently, she did not nurse her cold with all 
the tenderness and anxiety which a singer usually 
shows for her precious throat. She did not give up 
her walk, and as a result had a slight fever for several 
nights. Then she experienced a little phenomenon 
with which every one is familiar. Fever creates in 
the brain of every one a more or less painful illusion. 
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Some imagine that the angle formed by the walls of 
their room keeps growing smaller until it presses and 
crushes their heads. They feel the angle grow larger, 
separate, set them free, return to its place, and then 
begin diminishing again, thus continuing the alterna- 
tion of pain and relief. Others fancy their bed a 
wave which raises them, lifts them to the ceiling, and 
allows them to fall again, only to raise them once more 
and to toss them persistently. The narrator of this 
truthful history once suffered from fever in the strange 
form of a great black shadow, which he saw spread 
out horizontally on a brilliant surface opposite to 
which he seemed to lie. This patch of shadow, float- 
ing above an imaginary horizon, was continually con- 
tracting and dilating. It would increase until it 
wholly covered the brilliant surface, and then it would 
diminish, until it was' no thicker than a thread, after 
which it would spread out and diminish without ceas- 
ing. This vision would not have been disagreeable 
to the dreamer, if, by a diseased sensation somewhat 
difficult to explain, he had not imagined that he was 
himself the obscure reflection of an unknown object 
floating without rest on a space lighted by the beams 
of an invisible sun, to such a point that when the 
imaginary shadow contracted, it seemed to him that 
his person contracted till it was the thickness of the 
shadow of a hair, while when it dilated he felt his 
substance dilate equally, until he fancied himself the 
shadow of a mountain overspreading a valley. But 
there was in the dream neither mountain nor valley. 
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There was nothing but the shadow of an opaque 
body performing against a mass of sunlight the same 
motion that the black eyeball of a cat performs in its 
transparent iris ; and this hallucination, which was not 
accompanied by sleep, became a strange torture. 

We might tell of a person who, in a fever, sees the 
ceiling always falling ; another, who fancies he has be- 
come a globe floating in space ; a third, who takes his 
bedside for a precipice, and who always thinks that 
he will fall to the left ; while a fourth feels himself 
always dragged to the right. But every reader can 
furnish his own observations and the phenomena of 
his own experience, which would not further the ques- 
tion nor explain, any better than we can do, why each 
individual, during his entire life, or at least during a 
long series of years, has at night a certain dream 
which is his own and not that of another, and under- 
goes at each attack of fever a certain hallucination 
which always presents to him the same characters 
and the same species of sufferings. This question 
belongs to physiology ; and we think that the phy- 
sician may perhaps find therein some indications, I 
do not say of the seat of a patent disease, which re- 
veals itself by other symptoms not less evident, but 
of that of a latent disease, springing, in the patient, 
from the weak side of his organization, and which it 
is dangerous to provoke by certain reagents. 

But this question is not within ray province, and I 
ask the reader's pardon for having ventured to touch 
upon it. 
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As for our heroine, the hallucination caused by her 
fever naturally assumed a musical character, and 
acted upon the organs of hearing. She fell again 
into the dream which she had had, while awake, or, at 
least, half awake, the first night which she passed in 
prison. She fancied that she heard the plaintive 
sound and the eloquent phrases of Albert's violin, 
sometimes loud and distinct, as if the instrument had 
sounded in her room, sometimes faint, as if coming 
from the horizon. There was something strangely 
painful in this fluctuation of the intensity of the 
imaginary sounds. When the vibration appeared to 
draw near, Consuelo experienced a sensation of 
terror ; when it burst out loudly, it was with a force 
which stunned the invalid. Then the sound would 
grow weaker, and she felt a little relief; for the fatigue 
of listening, with always increasing attention to this 
music, which became lost in space, soon caused a sort 
of swoon, in which she seemed to hear no sound. 
But the incessant return of the harmonious strain 
brought back the chill, the dread, and a puff of in- 
supportable heat, as if the vigorous stroke of the 
fantastic bow had set fire to the air and unloosed the 
storm about her. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

Still, as Consuelo did not become anxious about 
her health, and made scarcely any change in her 
mode of life, she was soon well again. She was able 
to resume her singing in the evenings, and she recov- 
ered the sound sleep of her quiet nights. 

One morning, the twelfth of her captivity, she re- 
ceived from Baron Pollnitz a note informing her 
that she would be taken to the theatre the next 
evening. 

" I have," he wrote, " obtained permission from the 
king to go myself to fetch you with one of his car- 
riages. If you will give me your word not to fly 
away through the window, I hope that I may even 
dispense with the escort, and enable you to reappear 
at the theatre without this unpleasant following. Be- 
lieve me, you have no more devoted friend than I, 
and I deplore the severity, possibly unjust, of your 
treatment." 

Porporina was a little astonished at the baron's sud- 
den friendship and delicate attention. Until then, in 
his frequent relations with the prima-donna as director 
of the theatre, Pollnitz, who, as an ex- roue, was not 
fond of virtuous women, had treated her coldly and dis- 
tantly. He had even spoken often to her of her modest 
behaviour and reserved manners with ungracious irony. 
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It was well known in the court that the old baron 
was the king's spy; but Consuelo was not initi- 
ated into the court secrets, and did not know that 
any one could practise this odious trade without 
losing the advantages of apparent consideration in 
high society. Still, a vague instinct of repulsion told 
Consuelo that Pollnitz had contributed more than any 
one else to her misfortune. She therefore watched 
her words when she found herself alone with him the 
next day towards nightfall, in a carriage which bore 
them rapidly to Berlin. 

"Well, my poor recluse," said he, "you are finely 
humbled ! How savage they are, these rascally 
veterans who guard you ! They would not allow me 
to go into the citadel on the pretext that I had not 
permission, and here have I been freezing, — I mean 
no reproach, — for the quarter of an hour I had to 
wait for you. Here, wrap yourself up well in this fur 
cloak which I brought to preserve your voice, and 
tell me a little about your adventures. What the 
devil happened at the last carnival ball? Every one 
is wondering, and nobody knows. Several queer 
characters, who, in my opinion, were doing no harm 
to any one, have disappeared as if by enchantment. 
The Count Saint Germain, who is one of your 
friends, I think, a certain Trismegistus, who was said 
to be concealed in Count Golowkin's house, and 
whom you also know, perhaps, — for they say that 
you are on the best of terms with all these children of 
the devil " — 
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" Have these persons been arrested? " asked Con- 
suelo. 

"If not, they have fled. Both stories are current 
in the city. 

"If these persons do not know any better than I 
why they are persecuted, they would have done better 
to calmly await their justification." 

" Or the new moon, which may change the king's 
temper; that is the best way, and I advise you to 
sing well this evening. It will have more effect on 
him than fine speeches. How the devil can you have 
been clumsy enough, my pretty friend, to get yourself 
sent to Spandau? The king never pronounced so 
discourteous a sentence upon a woman for such trifles 
as you are accused of. You must have answered him 
boldly with your cap on one side and your hand on 
your sword, like the little madcap that you are. 
What crime have you committed? Come, tell me 
about it. I will wager that I can arrange your affair, 
and if you follow my advice you will not return to 
this damp mouse-trap, Spandau; you will sleep to- 
night in your pretty apartment in Berlin. Come, 
confess. They say that you took supper in the 
palace with Princess Amelia, and that you amused 
yourself in the middle of the night by playing ghost 
and by sweeping in the corridors to frighten the 
queen's maids of honour. They also say that you had 
your fortune told by Countess Kleist's orrery, and 
that Count Saint Germain revealed to you the 
state secrets of Philip the Fair. Are you simple 
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enough to believe that the king wishes to do anything 
more than laugh with his sister over these follies? 
Besides, the king is almost childishly weak towards 
the abbess; and as to the soothsayers, he only 
wishes to know whether they take money for uttering 
their nonsense, in which case he begs them to leave 
the country, and that is the end of it. You see that 
you are mistaken about the importance of the part 
you play, and that if you had been willing to reply 
quietly to a few insignificant questions, you would not 
have spent so dreary a carnival in a state prison." 

Consuelo allowed the old courtier to run on with- 
out interrupting him, and when he pressed her to 
reply she persisted in saying that she did not know 
what he meant. She suspected a snare beneath this 
kindly frivolity, and did not allow herself to be caught 
in it. 

Then Pollnitz changed his tactics, and said in a 
serious tone : — 

"Very good, you distrust me. I am not angry 
with you, but, on the contrary, approve highly of 
your prudence. Since this is the case, signora, I will 
speak to you frankly. I see that you can be trusted, 
and that our secret is in good hands. You must 
know, Signora Porporina, that I am more your friend 
than you think, for I am one of you ; I belong to 
Prince Henry's party." 

"So Prince Henry has a party," said Porporina, 
curious to know in what intrigue she was involved. 

" Do not pretend not to know it," replied the 
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baron. " It is a party which is greatly persecuted 
just now, but which is far from despairing. The 
Grand Lama, or, if you prefer, the marquis, is not so 
firm upon his throne but that he can be overthrown. 
Prussia is a good war-horse, but it must not be driven 
too far." 

" So you are a conspirator, baron ? I should never 
have suspected it." 

"Who does not conspire now? The tyrant is 
surrounded by servants who are devoted in appear- 
ance, but who have vowed his fall." 

" You seem to me very careless, baron, to tell me 
such a secret." 

" If I do so, it is because I am authorized by the 
prince and princess." 

" What princess do you mean ? " 

" The one that you know. I do not think that the 
others are conspiring, unless it be the Margravine of 
Baireuth, who is dissatisfied with her modest position, 
and who has been angry with the king since he 
scolded her for her correspondence with Cardinal 
Fleury. It is an old story; but a woman's anger 
lasts long, and the Margravine Guilmette 1 has not an 
ordinary mind ! What do you think of it ? " 

" I have never had the honour to hear her speak a 
single word." 

" But you have seen her in the Abbess of Quedlin- 
burg's apartments? " 

1 Sophia Wilhelmina. She signed herself " Sceur Guilmette " in 
writing to Voltaire. 
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" I never visited Princess Amelia but once, and the 
only member of the royal family whom I met there 
was the king." 

" No matter ! Prince Henry charged me to tell 
you " — 

" Really, baron ? " said Consuelo with a contemp- 
tuous expression ; " the prince charged you to tell me 
something?" 

"You will see that I am not jesting. He sends 
you word that our cause is not lost, as they tried to 
persuade you ; that none of his confidants have be- 
trayed him ; that Saint Germain is already in France, 
where he is endeavouring to form an alliance between 
our conspiracy and that which will soon replace 
Charles Edward upon the throne of England ; that 
Trismegistus alone has been arrested, but that he will 
enable him to escape, and that he is sure of his 
silence. As for you, he conjures you not to allow 
yourself to be frightened by the marquis's threats, and, 
above all, not to believe those who may pretend to be 
in his interest, to cause you to talk. That is why I 
just now subjected you to a little trial out of which 
you have come victoriously, and I will say to our hero, 
to our brave prince, to our future king, that you are 
one of the most trustworthy champions of his cause." 

Consuelo, astonished at Pollnitz's assurance, could 
not suppress a laugh ; and when the baron, irritated by 
her contempt, asked her the cause of this ill-timed 
mirth, she could answer nothing but — 

" You are admirable, sublime, baron 1 " 
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And she began to laugh again, in spite of herself. 
She would have laughed while being beaten, like M. 
Jourdain's Nicole. 

u When this nervous attack is over," said Pollnitz, 
without being disconcerted, "you will perhaps con- 
descend to tell me your intentions. Would you be- 
tray the prince? Do you really believe that the 
princess gave you up to the anger of the king? Do 
you consider yourself freed from your oath ? Beware, 
signora ! you may soon have cause to repent. We 
will soon give up Silesia to Maria Theresa, who will 
then become our powerful ally. Russia and France 
will certainly extend a hand to Prince Henry; 
Madame de Pompadour has not forgotten Frederick's 
contempt. A strong coalition and a few years of 
warfare will easily drag from the throne this haughty 
sovereign who holds to it only by a thread. With the 
love of the new king you may hope for high fortune. 
The least that can happen from it all is that the King 
of Saxony will be dispossessed of the kingdom of 
Poland, and that Prince Henry will go to reign at 
Warsaw, and so " — 

11 And so, baron, there is, according to you, a con- 
spiracy which, to satisfy Prince Henry, will once 
more deluge Europe with fire and blood? And the 
prince, to satisfy his ambition, will not recoil before 
the shame of giving over his country to strangers ? I 
can hardly believe such baseness possible, and if, un- 
happily, you speak the truth, I am greatly ashamed to 
pass as your accomplice. But let us end this comedy, 
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I beg you. For a quarter of an hour you have been 
endeavouring ingeniously to make me confess im- 
aginary crimes. I have listened to you in order to 
ascertain upon what pretext I am kept in prison ; I 
have still to learn how I can have deserved the hatred 
which pursues me so basely. If you will tell me, I 
will endeavour to show my innocence. Otherwise, 
I have nothing to say to all the fine things which you 
have told me, unless it be that they surprise me 
greatly, and that projects of the kind do not at all 
meet with my sympathy." 

"In that case, signora, if you are no better in- 
formed than that," replied Pollnitz, greatly mortified, 
" I am astonished at the recklessness of the prince, 
who told me to speak to you frankly without being 
assured of your adhesion to his designs." 

" I repeat, baron, that I am absolutely ignorant of 
the prince's designs, but I am very sure of one thing, 
and that is, that he never charged you to tell me a 
word of them. Pardon me that I give you the He in 
this. I respect your age, but I cannot help despising 
the disgraceful part which you are playing towards me 
at this moment." 

"The absurd suspicions of a woman's mind can 
hardly hurt me," replied Pollnitz, who could not now 
recede from his falsehoods. " A day will come when 
you will do me justice. In the agitation caused by 
persecution and with the gloomy ideas which a prison 
must needs bring forth, it is not surprising that you 
suddenly lose your acuteness and clear-sightedness. 
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In conspiracies, one must always expect such crotch- 
ets, especially in women. I pity and forgive you. 
Besides, it is possible that in all this you are only the 
devoted friend of Trenck and the confidant of an 
august princess. These secrets are of too delicate 
a nature for me to wish to speak to you of them. 
Prince Henry himself closes his eyes to them, 
although he knows that the only motive which in- 
duced his sister to take part in the conspiracy. is the 
hope of seeing Trenck rehabilitated and perhaps that 
of marrying him." 

" I know nothing about that, either, baron, and I 
think that if you were sincerely devoted to any 
august princess, you would not tell me such strange 
things about her." 

The sound of the wheels on the paving-stones put 
an end to the conversation, to the great satisfaction 
of the baron, who did not know by what device to 
get out of the affair. They entered the city. The 
singer, escorted to the very door of the dressing-room 
and behind the scenes by two guards who scarcely 
let her out of sight, received a somewhat cold recep- 
tion from her comrades. She was liked by them, 
but no one felt the courage to protest by outward 
signs against the disgrace decreed by the king. They 
were sad, constrained, and as if stricken by the fear 
of contagion. Consuelo, who did not like to at- 
tribute their manner to cowardice, but rather to 
compassion, thought that she read in their dejected 
countenances her sentence to a long imprisonment. 
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She endeavoured to show them that she was not 
frightened by it, and appeared upon the stage with 
bold confidence. 

At that moment an odd occurrence took place 
in the auditorium. The arrest of Porporina having 
created a great sensation, and the audience being 
composed only of persons devoted by conviction or 
position to the royal will, every one put his hands 
in his pockets, that he might resist the desire and 
the habit of applauding the disgraced prima-donna. 
Every one turned his eyes towards the king, who, on 
his side, cast searching glances over the crowd and 
seemed to impose upon it the most profound silence. 
Suddenly a wreath of flowers, coming from no one 
knew where, fell at the singer's feet, and several 
voices said simultaneously, and sufficiently loud to 
be heard from the various parts of the house in 
which they were distributed, the words: "It is 
the king ! It is. the king's pardon ! " This singular 
assertion passed from mouth to mouth with the 
rapidity of lightning ; and as every one thought he 
was doing his duty and pleasing Frederick, a tempest 
of applause, such as had never been heard in Berlin 
within the memory of man, burst forth from floor to 
ceiling. The king turned in amazement towards 
the spectators with a terrible look which was taken 
as a sign of approval and encouragement. Budden- 
brock himself, who was seated not far from the king, 
having asked young Benda what had happened, and 
the latter having replied that the wreath came from 
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the king, Buddenbrock began to clap his hands with 
an air of ill-humour which was truly comical. Por- 
porina thought that she was dreaming; the king 
pinched himself to know whether he was really 
awake. 

Whatever the cause and the result of this triumph, 
Consuelo experienced the wholesome influence of it ; 
she surpassed herself, and was applauded with the 
same enthusiasm during the whole of the first act. 
But during the intermission the misunderstanding was 
cleared up by degrees, so that there was only a por- 
tion of the audience, the most obscure and the least in 
position to be set right by the confidence of the court- 
iers, which persisted in giving signs of approval. Finally, 
in the second intermission, speakers in the corridors 
and foyer informed every one that the king appeared 
extremely displeased with the insane behaviour of the 
public ; that a cabal had been formed by Porporina 
with unparalleled insolence ; and, finally, that whoever 
was marked as having taken part in this enthusiasm 
would certainly repent of it. When the third act 
came, there was such a silence in the audience, in 
spite of the marvels performed by the prima-donna, 
that one could have heard the flight of a fly at the 
end of every number sung by her, while the other 
performers reaped the fruits of the reaction. 

As for Porporina, she was quickly undeceived con- 
cerning her triumph. 

" My poor friend," Conciolini had said to her as 
he handed her the wreath in the wings after the first 
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scene, " I pity you for having such dangerous friends. 
They will complete your ruin." 

During the intermission, Porporino came to her 
dressing-room, and, speaking in an undertone, said 
to her, — 

" I told you to beware of Count Saint Germain, 
but it is too late. Every party has its traitors. But 
be not less faithful to friendship and obedient to the 
voice of your conscience. You are protected by a 
stronger arm than that which oppresses you." 

"What do you mean?" cried Porporina. "Are 
you one of those " — 

" I mean that God will protect you," replied Por- 
porino, who appeared to fear that he had been over- 
heard, and pointed to the partition which separated 
the singers' dressing-rooms from each other. These 
partitions were ten feet high, but there was a consid- 
erable space between their tops and the ceiling, so 
that one could easily hear in one room what was 
going on in the next. 

" I foresaw," he said, speaking still lower and hand- 
ing her a purse, " that you would need money, and I 
have brought you some." 

" Thank you," replied Consuelo. " If the warder 
who sells me my meals — and dearly — comes to 
claim any payment from you, as here is enough to 
satisfy him for a long time, refuse to pay his bills. He 
is a usurer." 

"Very good," replied the good and loyal Porpo- 
rino. " I will leave you ; I should only make your 
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position worse if I appeared to have any secrets with 
you." 

He slipped away, and Consuelo received a visit 
from Madame von Coccei (Signora Barberini), who 
bravely expressed great interest and affection for her. 
The Marquise d'Argens (Mademoiselle Cochois) 
joined them with a more important air, and with the 
fine words of a queen protecting the unfortunate. 
Consuelo was none the less grateful to her for her ac- 
tion, and begged her not to endanger her husband's 
favour by extending her visit. 

The king said to Pollnitz : — 

" Well, did you question her? Did you succeed in 
making her speak? " 

" No more than a post," replied the baron. 

" Did you let her understand that I would pardon 
everything if she would only tell us what she knows 
about the Sweeper, and what Saint Germain said to 
her?" 

«' She cares no more for it than for the year forty." 

" Did you frighten her with the length of her im- 
prisonment? " 

" Not yet. Your majesty directed me to employ 
gentle means." 

" You must frighten her when you take her back." 

" I will try, but I shall not succeed." 

" Is she a saint or a martyr? " 

" She is a fanatic, possessed, — perhaps the devil 
in petticoats." 

" In that case, woe to her ! I abandon her. The 
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Italian opera season will end in a few days ; arrange 
so that we may not need this girl again till then, and 
let me hear no more of her till next year." 

" A year ! Your majesty will never stick to that." 
" Better than your head sticks to your shoulders, 
Pollnitz." 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

Pollnitz had enough reason for hating Porporina 
to grasp this opportunity to revenge himself. Yet he 
did nothing of the sort ; his character was profoundly 
cowardly, and he had not the courage to be brutal 
save to those who abandoned themselves to him. 
When he was set in his place he became timid, and 
one would have said that he felt an involuntary re- 
spect for those whom he did not succeed in deceiving. 
He had even been seen to desert those who pampered 
his vices to meekly follow those who trampled him 
under foot. Was it the consciousness of his weakness 
or the memory of a less vile youth ? One would like 
to believe that in the most corrupt minds something 
still proclaims better instincts, stifled and continuing 
to exist only in the form of suffering and remorse. It 
is certain that Pollnitz had long followed the steps of 
Prince Henry, pretending to sympathize with his suf- 
fering ; that he had often incited him to complain of 
the ill-treatment of the king, and had set him the 
example of doing so, that he might afterwards repeat 
his words to Frederick, even making them more bitter 
that he might increase the latter's anger. Pollnitz had 
practised this vile trade for the pleasure of doing it ; 
for he did not really hate the prince. He hated no 
one unless it were the king, who dishonoured him more 
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and more without being willing to enrich him. P611- 
nitz consequently loved duplicity for its own sake. 
To deceive any one was a triumph in his eyes. Be- 
sides, he took real pleasure in speaking ill of the king 
and in causing others to speak in the same way ; and 
when he came to repeat these maledictions to Freder- 
ick, boasting the while of having provoked them, he 
rejoiced inwardly at being able to play the same trick 
upon his master, by concealing from him the pleasure 
he had taken in deriding him, in betraying him, in 
revealing his faults, his absurdities, and his vices to 
his enemies. Consequently, both sides were his dupes ; 
and this life of intrigue, in which he fomented every 
hatred without exactly serving that of any one, was for 
him full of secret delights. 

However, Prince Henry had at last observed that 
whenever he betrayed his bitterness before Pollnitz he 
found the king a few hours afterwards more irritated 
and more insulting than usual. If he had complained 
to Pollnitz of being under arrest for four and twenty 
hours, the next day he would find his sentence 
doubled. This prince, as frank as he was brave, as 
trusting as Frederick was suspicious, had at last had 
his eyes opened to the vile character of the baron. 
Instead of prudently keeping well with him, he had 
poured out his indignation upon him ; and since that 
time Pollnitz, bowing to the ground before him, had 
not served him an ill turn. He even seemed to love 
him, as much as he was able to love. He grew warm 
as he spoke of him with admiration ; and these evi- 
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dences of respect appeared so sincere that people 
were astonished at them, as at eccentricities incompre- 
hensible in such a man. 

The truth is that Pollnitz, finding him a thousand 
times more generous and tolerant than Frederick, 
would have preferred to have him for a master ; feel- 
ing, or guessing vaguely, as did also the king, a sort of 
mysterious conspiracy about the prince, he would have 
greatly liked to hold the thread of it, and to know 
whether it could count sufficiently on success for him 
to associate himself with it. It was, therefore, with 
the intention of enlightening himself on his own ac- 
count that he had endeavoured to surprise Consuelo's 
secret. If she had revealed to him the little that she 
knew, he would not have reported it to the king, un- 
less, at least, the latter had given him a great deal of 
money. But Frederick was too ..economical to have 
great villains at his orders. 

Pollnitz had wormed a part of the mystery from 
Saint Germain. He had spoken so ill of the king, 
with such sincerity that this skilful adventurer had not 
been sufficiently distrustful of him. We may say, by 
the way, that the adventurer possessed a spice of en- 
thusiasm and madness ; that if he was a charlatan, and 
even Jesuitical in certain respects, there was beneath 
it all a fanatical conviction which presented singular 
contrasts and caused him to commit many absurdities. 

As he conducted Consuelo back to the fortress, 
Pollnitz, who was pretty well accustomed to the con- 
tempt which was felt for him, and who had already 
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almost forgotten that which she had shown for him, 
acted towards her with considerable simplicity. He 
confessed voluntarily that he knew nothing, and that 
all that he had said concerning the prince's projects 
in regard to foreign powers was only a gratuitous sup- 
position formed from the strange conduct and secret 
relations of the prince and his sister with suspicious 
characters. 

" Your supposition does but little honour to your 
excellency's honesty," replied Consuelo, "and per- 
haps you would do better not to boast of it." 

"The supposition is not mine," returned Pollnitz ; 
" it blossomed in the brain of the king, my master, — 
a diseased and fretful brain, if ever there was one, when 
suspicion takes possession of it. As for asserting sup- 
positions for certainties, that is a method so conse- 
crated by the custom of courts and the science of 
diplomats that you are very prudish to be shocked by 
it. Besides, I have been taught it by kings ; it is they 
who formed my education, and all my vices came 
from father to son, from the two Prussian monarchs 
whom I have had the honour to serve. Assert a false- 
hood in order to learn the truth ! Frederick has 
never done anything else, and he is considered a 
great man. That is what it is to be successful ! And 
I am called a scoundrel because I follow his course 1 
What prejudice ! " 

Pollnitz tormented Consuelo as much as he could to 
know what had passed between her, the prince, the 
Abbess of Quedlinburg, and a great number of very 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 265 

important persons who were, he said, mixed up in an 
inexplicable intrigue. He confessed to her innocently 
that if this affair had any consistency, he would not 
hesitate to take part in it. Consuelo saw clearly that 
he was at last speaking sincerely to her ; but as she 
really knew nothing, there was no merit in her per- 
sisting in her denials. 

When Pollnitz had seen the gates of the citadel 
close upon Consuelo and her supposed secret, he con- 
sidered what he should do in regard to her; and 
everything considered, hoping that she would be 
touched if she returned to Berlin through his good 
offices, he resolved to declare her innocent to the 
king. But at the first word which he spoke about it 
to the king the next day, Frederick interrupted him. 

" What did she reveal ? " 

" Nothing, sire." 

" In that case let me alone. I have forbidden you 
to speak of her." 

" Sire, she knows nothing." 

" So much the worse for her ! Let me never again 
hear you speak her name." 

This command was given in a tone which admitted 
of no reply. Frederick certainly suffered when he 
thought of Porporina. Tftiere was at the bottom of 
his heart and of his conscience a very painful little 
spot which winced then, as when one passes a finger 
over a thorn buried in the flesh. To avoid this pain- 
ful sensation, he resolved to wholly forget the cause 
of it, and had no trouble in succeeding. A week had 
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not passed, when thanks to his robust royal tempera- 
ment and the servile submission of all those who ap- 
proached him, he did not recollect that Consuelo had 
ever existed. Still, the unfortunate creature was at 
Spandau. The opera season was over and her harp- 
sichord had been taken from her. The king had 
shown her this attention on the evening when they 
had applauded her to his face, thinking to please him. 
Prince Henry was indefinitely under arrest. The 
Abbess of Quedlinburg was seriously ill; the king 
had had the cruelty to make her believe that Trenck 
had been recaptured and returned to his dungeon. 
Trismegistus and Saint Germain had really disap- 
peared, and the Sweeper had ceased to haunt the 
palace. That which her appearance had seemed to 
presage had received a kind of confirmation. The 
youngest of Frederick's brothers had died of con- 
sumption, the result of childish diseases. 

To these domestic afflictions was added the final 
quarrel of Voltaire with the king. Almost all histo- 
rians have declared that in this wretched squabble the 
honours remained with Voltaire. A more careful ex- 
amination of the evidence shows that it does honour to 
the character of neither of the parties, and the least 
mean behaviour was perhaps Frederick's. Colder, 
more implacable, more selfish than Voltaire, Frederick 
knew neither envy nor hatred, and these burning little 
passions took from Voltaire the pride and dignity, the 
appearance of which, at least, Frederick knew how 
to assume. Among the bitter jars which led, little by 
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little, to -the explosion, was one in which Consuelo 
was not mentioned, but which aggravated the sen- 
tence of deliberate oblivion pronounced upon her. 
D'Argens was one evening reading the Paris news- 
papers to Frederick in the presence of Voltaire. 
There was a report of the adventure of Mademoiselle 
Clairon, who, being interrupted in the midst of her 
role by a badly seated spectator who had cried to her, 
" Speak louder 1 " had been ordered to apologize to 
the public for having replied royally, " And do you 
speak lower 1 " and who had finally been sent to the 
Bastille for having played her part with equal pride 
and firmness. The newspapers added that this ad- 
venture would not deprive the theatre of Mademoiselle 
Clairon, because during her confinement she would 
be taken from the Bastille under escort to play Phe- 
dre or Chimene, after which she would return to 
sleep in her cell until the termination of her imprison- 
ment, which they presumed and hoped would be of 
short duration. 

Voltaire was very intimate with Hippolyte Clairon, 
who strongly contributed to the success of his dra- 
matic works. He was indignant at this event, and 
forgetting that a similar and still more serious one 
was occurring before his eyes, he exclaimed, as he 
interrupted D'Argens at every word : — 

" That does little honour to France ! The cur I to 
interrupt an actress like Mademoiselle Clairon so 
stupidly and so rudely ! Brute of a public I to wish 
to compel her to apologize I A woman, a charming 
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woman ! The scoundrels ! The Bastille ? Zounds ! are 
you not near-sighted, marquis? A woman in the 
Bastille in this age? For a repartee full of wit, good 
taste and point? And that in France 1 " 

" No doubt," said the king, " Clairon was playing 
Electra or Semiramis, and the public, which did not 
wish to lose a word of it, ought to find pardon from 
M. de Voltaire." 

At any other time this comment of the king's would 
have been flattering ; but it was spoken with a tone 
of irony which struck the philosopher, and reminded 
him suddenly of what a blunder he had committed. 
He had all the wit necessary to repair it, but was 
unwilling to do so. The king's irritation aroused his 
own, and he replied: — 

" No, sire, even if Mademoiselle Clairon had ruined 
a role of mine, I could never have believed that there 
was a police in Europe sufficiently brutal to drag 
beauty, genius and weakness into a state prison." 

This reply, with a hundred others, and especially 
the cutting jests and cynical sarcasms reported to 
Frederick by more than one officious Pollnitz, brought 
about the rupture of which every one knows, and fur- 
nished Voltaire with matter for the most amusing 
complaints, the most comical imprecations and the 
sharpest reproaches. Consuelo was only the better 
forgotten at Spandau, while at the end of three 
days Mademoiselle Clairon emerged, triumphant and 
adored, from the Bastille. Being deprived of her 
harpsichord, the poor child called up all her courage 
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to continue to sing in the evenings and to compose. 
She succeeded, and quickly perceived that her voice 
and her exquisite accuracy of ear gained by this dry 
and difficult labour. The fear of singing false made 
her much more careful ; she listened to herself more, 
which compelled an extraordinary effort of memory 
and attention. Her style became broader, more seri- 
ous, more perfect. As for her compositions, they 
took on a more simple character, and she composed 
in her prison airs of remarkable beauty and mournful 
grandeur. Yet it was not long before she felt the in- 
jury inflicted upon her health and the calmness of her 
mind by the loss of her harpsichord. Feeling the 
need of incessant occupation, and not being able to 
rest herself after the exciting and stormy labour of 
•production by the quieter labour of reading and study, 
she felt a fever burning up slowly in her veins, and 
sorrow taking possession of all her thoughts. Her 
character, happy, active, and full of affectionate 
warmth, was not fitted for loneliness and the absence 
of sympathy. She might, perhaps, have sunk under 
a few weeks of this cruel life, if Providence had not 
sent her a friend where she certainly did not expect 
to find one. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

Beneath the cell occupied by our recluse, a large 
room, the thick, dark roof of which received no light 
save from a fire burning in a huge fireplace always 
filled with iron saucepans, bubbling and hissing in 
every key, contained during the day the Schwartz 
family and their skilful culinary operations. While 
the wife combined mathematically the largest possi- 
ble number of dinners with the smallest imaginable 
quantity of food and ingredients, the husband, seated 
at a table black with ink and oil, artistically composed, 
by the light of a lamp which was always burning in 
this gloomy sanctuary, the most formidable bills loade J 
with the most fabulous details. The slender dinners 
were for the goodly number of prisoners whom the 
officious warder had been able to place upon his list 
of boarders ; the bills were to be presented to their 
bankers or their relatives, without, however, being 
subjected to the scrutiny of the consumers of this 
luxurious fare. While the speculative couple devoted 
themselves diligently to their labour, two more peace- 
ful characters, withdrawn under the hood of the fire- 
place, lived there in silence, perfectly foreign to the 
luxuries and the profits of the operation. The first 
was a large cat, red in colour, thin and mangy, which 
passed its existence in licking its paws and lying in 
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the ashes. The second was a young man, or rather a 
lad, still more ugly of his kind, whose motionless and 
contemplative life was divided between reading an 
old book, more greasy than his mother's saucepans, 
and eternal reveries which resembled the vacancy of 
idiocy rather than the meditation of a thinking being. 
The cat had been baptized by the child with the 
name of Beelzebub, by contrast, no doubt, to that 
which the lad had received from Herr and Frau 
Schwartz, his father and mother, — the holy and 
sacred name Gottlieb, 

Gottlieb, who was designed for the church, had, 
until the age of fifteen, made rapid progress in his 
studies and in the Protestant liturgy. But for the 
last four years he had been living, sickly and inert, 
beside the hearthstone, without being willing to walk, 
or desiring to see the sun, or being able to continue 
his education. 

A rapid and excessive growth had reduced him to 
this condition of languor and indolence. His long, 
thin legs could hardly support his immoderate height. 
His arms were so weak and his hands so awkward that 
he could touch nothing without breaking it. His 
miserly mother had .therefore forbidden him to use 
them, and he was only too willing to obey her in this 
matter. His bloated, beardless face, ending in a 
lofty and bare brow, bore no bad resemblance to a 
soft pear. His features were as irregular as the pro- 
portions of his body. His eyes seemed completely 
astray, so crooked and diverging were they. His 
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thick mouth wore a sickly smile ; his nose was shape- 
less, his complexion sallow, his ears flat and planted 
much too low. Thin, stiff hair crowned this inexpressive 
countenance, which rather resembled a badly peeled 
turnip than a Christian face ; at least, that was the 
poetical comparison made by his mother. 

In spite of the ugliness which nature had bestowed 
upon this poor creature, in spite of the shame and 
grief which Frau Schwartz felt when she looked at 
him, Gottlieb, an only son, an inoffensive and re- 
signed invalid, was none the less the only love and 
the only pride of the authors of his days. They had 
flattered themselves, when he was less ugly, that he 
might become a handsome fellow. They had rejoiced 
in his studious childhood and his brilliant future. In 
spite of the precarious condition to which he was re- 
duced, they hoped that he would recover strength, 
intelligence and good looks when he should finish his 
interminable growing. Besides, it is not necessary to 
explain that a mother's love will put up with every- 
thing and be satisfied with little. Frau Schwartz, al- 
though she was rough and sarcastic with her ugly 
Gottlieb, nevertheless adored him, and if she had not 
seen him perpetually planted like a statue of salt (it 
was her own expression) in the chimney-corner, 
would not have had the courage to weaken her sauces 
and lengthen her bills. The father, whose paternal 
feelings, like those of many men, were marked rather 
by vanity than by affection, persisted in squeezing and 
robbing his prisoners in the hope that some day Gott- 
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lieb would be a minister and a famous preacher, which 
was his monomania, because the child had expressed 
himself fluently before his illness. But now for nearly 
four years he had not spoken a word of good sense ; 
and if he chanced to put two or three together, 
it was only to his cat, Beelzebub, that he would deign 
to address them. In short, Gottlieb had been pro- 
nounced an idiot by the physicians, and his parents 
were alone in believing in the possibility of his cure. 

But one day Gottlieb, rousing himself suddenly 
from his apathy, had revealed to his parents a desire 
to learn a trade, to amuse him and occupy his dreary 
years of languor. They had yielded to this innocent 
fancy, although it hardly befitted the dignity of a 
future minister of the Reformed Church to labour with 
his hands. But Gottlieb's mind appeared so deter- 
mined to rest itself, that at last they had to allow him 
to go and study the art of shoemaking in a cobbler's 
shop. His father would have preferred to have him 
choose a more elegant profession, but it was in vain 
that they mentioned to him every branch of industry ; 
he fixed obstinately upon the trade of St. Crispin, and 
even declared that he felt called by Providence to 
embrace it. As this desire became a monomania 
with him, and as the mere dread of being hindered in 
it threw him into a profound melancholy, they allowed 
him to pass a month in a cobbler's shop, after which 
he came back one fine morning, provided with all the 
necessary tools and materials, and took his place 
again beneath the hood of his dear fireplace, declar- 
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ing that he knew enough and needed no more lessons. 
This was hardly probable, but his parents, hoping that 
this experience had disgusted him, and that he would 
perhaps return to the study of theology, accepted his 
return without reproaches or jest. Then began in 
Gottlieb's life a new era, which was wholly filled and 
brightened by the imaginary manufacture of a pair of 
shoes. For two or three hours every day he would 
take his last and his awl, and work at a shoe which 
never shod any one, for it was never finished. Cut 
out, stretched, hammered, and punched anew every 
day, it took every possible form but that of a shoe, 
which did not prevent the peaceful artisan from pur- 
suing his task with a pleasure, attention, slowness, 
patience and satisfaction with himself beyond the 
reach of any criticism. The Schwartzes were a little 
frightened at first by this monomania ; then they be- 
came accustomed to it as to everything else, and the 
interminable shoe, alternating in Gottlieb's hands with 
his volume of sermons and prayers, was counted as 
only another infirmity in his life. Nothing more was 
asked of him than to accompany his father from time 
to time in the galleries and courts, that he might get 
a little air. But these walks were a great annoyance 
to Herr Schwartz, because the children of the other 
warders and employes in the citadel never failed to 
run after Gottlieb, imitating his slouching and awk- 
ward gait, and crying in every key : — 

"Shoes ! shoes ! Cobbler, make us some shoes." 
Gottlieb did not take these cries amiss ; he would 
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smile at the mischievous crowd with angelic serenity, 
and would even stop to reply : — 

" Shoes ? Certainly, with all my heart. Come to 
our house and have your measure taken. Who wants 
shoes?" 

But Herr Schwartz would drag him away to prevent 
him from compromising himself with these rascals, 
and the cobbler never appeared irritated or anxious 
at being thus removed from the urgency of his cus- 
tomers. 

During the early days of her captivity, Consuelo 
had been humbly requested by Herr Schwartz to have 
an interview with Gottlieb that she might endeavour to 
arouse in him the memory of and the taste for that 
eloquence with which he had, in his childhood, 
appeared to be endowed. While he confessed the 
diseased and apathetic condition of his heir, Herr 
Schwartz, faithful to the law of nature so well expressed 
by La Fontaine, — 

"Nos petits sont mignons, 
Beaux, bien faits, et jolis sur tous leurs compagnons," * 

had not given a very faithful description of poor 
Gottlieb's attractions, or else Consuelo would perhaps 
not have refused as she did to receive in her cell a 
young man of nineteen, who was thus described : " A 
great fellow, six feet and an inch tall, who would have 
brought the water to the mouth of every recruiter in 

* " Our little ones are daintier and neater 

Than all their comrades, comelier and sweeter." 
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the kingdom if, unhappily for his health and fortu- 
nately for his independence, a slight weakness in his 
arms and legs had not rendered him unfit for the 
trade of arms." The captive thought that the society 
of a child of that age and size was hardly proper in 
her situation, and she refused positively to receive 
him, a churlishness which Frau Schwartz caused her 
to expiate by adding a pint of water to her soup 
every day. 

In order to walk upon the esplanade upon which 
she was daily allowed to go for fresh air, Consuelo 
was obliged to pass through the ill-smelling dwelling 
of the Schwartzes, with the permission and escort of 
her warder, who, however, was willing enough, the 
article " unfailing compliance" (in everything regard- 
ing services allowed by his orders) being placed upon 
the bill, and charged for at a high price. It happened, 
therefore, that in passing through this kitchen, one 
door of which opened upon the esplanade, Consuelo 
at last perceived and remarked Gottlieb. This face of 
a deformed child on the body of an ill-shaped giant 
filled her with disgust at first and then with pity. 
She addressed him, spoke to him kindly, and en- 
deavoured to make him talk. But she found his mind 
paralyzed either by disease or excessive timidity ; for 
he did not follow her upon the rampart unless forced 
bodily by his parents, and replied to her questions 
only by monosyllables. She feared, therefore, by 
talking to him, to increase the discomfort which she 
supposed he felt, and abstained from addressing him, 
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or even looking at him, after having declared to his 
father that she did not find in him the slightest dispo- 
sition for the art of oratory. 

Consuelo had been searched again by Frau Schwartz 
on the night when she had seen her comrade Por- 
porino and the Berlin public for the last time ; but 
she had succeeded in deceiving the vigilance of the 
female Cerberus. The hour was late, the kitchen 
dark, and Frau Schwartz in a bad humour from being 
awakened out of her first sleep. While Gottlieb was 
sleeping in a room, or rather a niche, which opened 
on the culinary workshop, and while Herr Schwartz 
had gone ahead to open the double iron door of her 
cell, Consuelo had gone up to the fire, and while 
pretending to stroke Beelzebub, had sought for some 
way of saving her money from the claws of the 
searcher, so that she might no longer be absolutely at 
her mercy. While Frau Schwartz was lighting her 
lamp and putting on her spectacles, Consuelo noticed 
at the back of the fireplace, by the spot where Gott- 
lieb generally sat, a recess in the wall at the height of 
his arm, and in this mysterious nook the book of ser- 
mons and the poor idiot's eternal shoe. It was his 
library and his workshop. This hole, blackened by 
smoke and soot, contained all Gottlieb's treasures. 
With a quick and adroit gesture, Consuelo placed her 
purse in it, and then allowed herself to be patiently 
examined by the old harridan, who troubled her for a 
long time, passing her crooked, greasy fingers over 
every fold of her dress, surprised and angry at finding 
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nothing in it. The coolness of Consuelo, who, after 
all, did not care greatly about succeeding in this little 
undertaking, at last persuaded the woman that she had 
nothing ; and she was able, so soon as the search was 
over, to pick up her purse quickly and keep it in her 
hand under her cloak until she reached her cell. 
There she set about concealing it, knowing that dur- 
ing her walk they came every day to make a careful 
examination of her prison. She could find no better 
way than always to cany her little fortune about her 
person, sewn in a belt, for Frau Schwartz had no 
right to search her except when she left the citadel. 

However, the first sum which Frau Schwartz had 
taken from her prisoner on the day of her arrival had 
long been exhausted, thanks to Herr Schwartz's in- 
genious system of charging. When he had provided 
her with a small quantity of food on account, and had 
made a large bill for it, according to his lucrative 
and prudent custom, too timid to speak about busi- 
ness or to ask money of a person condemned not to 
have any, but informed by her from the first as to 
,the savings which she had intrusted to Porporino, 
Schwartz had gone to Berlin without saying anything 
to her, and had presented his bill to that faithful 
depositary. Porporino, who had been cautioned by 
Consuelo, had refused to pay the bill unless it was 
approved by his friend, and had sent the creditor 
back to her, knowing that she had been provided by 
him with a new sum. 

Schwartz returned, pale and dejected, crying that 
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he would be bankrupt and thinking himself robbed, 
although the first hundred ducats taken from his 
prisoner would have paid more than four times the 
outlay which he had made in two months. Frau 
Schwartz bore this pretended loss with the stoicism 
of a stronger head and a more persevering mind. 

" No doubt we are robbed, as if by highwaymen," 
said she ; " but did you ever count on this prisoner 
for any profit? I warned you of what has happened. 
An actress I They have no savings. An actor as de- 
positary ! They have no honour. Come, come, we 
have lost two hundred ducats. But we will make it 
up on the other customers, who are good. Only, let 
this teach you not to offer your services inconsider- 
ately to every one. I am not sorry, Schwartz, that 
you have received this little lesson. Now I will give 
myself the pleasure of putting her on dry bread, and 
a little stale at that, this jade who has not even the 
courtesy to put a piece of gold in her pocket when 
she comes back to the fortress, to pay the searcher 
for her trouble, and who seems to consider Gottlieb 
an idiot because he does not make love to her 1 Ugh ! 
the creature ! " 

Having grumbled this out, and shrugged her 
shoulders, Frau Schwartz returned to her occupation, 
and finding herself in the fireplace beside Gottlieb, 
she said to him as she skimmed her pots, — 

" What do you say to that, you little fox? " 

She said this for the sake of talking, for she knew 
that Gottlieb heard no more than his cat, Beelzebub. 
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"My shoe is coming on, mother," replied Gott- 
lieb with a vacant smile. " I shall soon begin a new 
pair." 

" Yes," said the old woman with a look of pity. 
" You will soon be able to make a pair every day. 
Go on, my lad, it will make you a fine income ! O 
Lord I O Lord I " she added, covering her pots, and 
in a resigned tone, as if maternal indulgence had 
given pious feelings to this wholly hardened heart. 

As Consuelo did not see her dinner appear that 
day, she suspected what had happened, although she 
could hardly believe that a hundred ducats could have 
been absorbed in so short a time and for such slender 
meals. She had laid down in advance a course of 
action in regard to the Schwartzes. Not having yet 
received a farthing from the King of Prussia, and 
greatly fearing that she would have to be satisfied 
with past promises for a salary (Voltaire went away 
paid in the same coin), she knew that the little money 
she had gained by charming the ears of less stingy 
but less wealthy persons would not go very far if her 
captivity lasted, unless Herr Schwartz moderated his 
demands. She wished to force him to lower them, 
and for two or three days she contented herself with 
the bread and water which he brought her, without 
appearing to perceive this change in her diet. The 
stove began to be as neglected as the other services, 
and Consuelo suffered from cold without complaining. 
Fortunately, the weather was no longer unendurably 
cold ; it was the month of April, a less spring-like 
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season in Prussia than with us, but still one in which 
the temperature begins to moderate. 

Before entering upon a treaty with her avaricious 
tyrant, she thought it best to put her money in safety, 
for she could not flatter herself on not being sub- 
mitted to an arbitrary search and a new seizure as 
soon as she should confess that she was provided with 
money. Necessity renders us clear-sighted when 
it cannot make us ingenious. Consuelo had no 
instrument with which she could cut wood or raise 
a stone. But the next day, as she was examin- 
ing all the corners of her cell with the minute pa- 
tience of which prisoners alone are capable, she at 
last discovered a brick which did not appear so well 
fastened to the wall as the others. By dint of scratch- 
ing about it with her nails, she removed the pointing 
and observed that it was not formed of cement as in 
other places, but of a friable matter which she pre- 
sumed was dried breadcrumbs. She succeeded in 
loosening the brick, and found behind it a little space, 
certainly contrived by some prisoner, between this 
movable brick and the adjacent ones which formed 
the thickness of the wall. She doubted this no longer 
when feeling in this hiding-place her fingers encoun- 
tered several articles, real treasures to a prisoner, — 
a bunch of lead-pencils, a penknife, a flint, some 
tinder, and several rolls of wax taper. These articles 
were not injured, as the wall was very dry; and 
besides, they might have been left there only a few 
days before she took possession of the cell. She 



Digitized 



by Google 



282 THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 

added to them her purse and her little filigree 
crucifix, at which Herr Schwartz had several times 
looked covetously, saying that this plaything would be 
quite to the taste of Gottlieb. Then she replaced the 
brick and cemented it with breadcrumbs from her 
breakfast, which she darkened a little by rubbing it 
upon the floor, to give it the same colour as the rest of 
the pointing. Feeling easy for some time to come 
concerning her means of livelihood and a way of 
spending her evenings, she calmly awaited the domi- 
ciliary visit of the Schwartzes, and felt as proud and 
happy as if she had discovered a new world. 

However, Schwartz soon became weary of not find- 
ing means of speculating. Even though he had, as 
he said, to drive a poor trade, a little was better than 
nothing, and he was the first to break silence by ask- 
ing his prisoner if she had no orders for him. Then 
Consuelo decided to declare to him, riot that she had 
money, but that she received it regularly every week 
by a way which it would be impossible for him to 
discover. 

" If, however, that were to happen," said she, " the 
result would be to prevent me from spending any- 
thing, and it is for you to see whether you prefer strict 
adherence to your orders to turning an honest penny." 

After much discussion, and after having examined 
for several days her clothes, the mattress, the floor, 
and the furniture, Schwartz began to think that Con- 
suelo received from some superior officer of the 
prison itself means of corresponding with the out- 
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side. Corruption spread everywhere in the prison 
organization, and the subalterns found it profitable 
not to interfere with their more powerful associates. 

" Let us take what God sends us," said Schwartz 
with a sigh. 

And he resigned himself to settling his accounts 
every week with Porporina. She did not question his 
expenditure of the first sum \ but she arranged for 
the future so as to have to pay only twice its value 
for each article, a course which appeared very mean 
to Frau Schwartz, but which did not prevent her from 
receiving her pay, and from earning it after one 
fashion or another. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

The simplicity of this hiding-place, which could, 
nevertheless, escape the eager search of jailers inter- 
ested in finding it, will not appear marvellous to any 
one who has made a study of the stories of prisoners. 
Consuelo's secret was not discovered, and when she 
looked at her little treasures on her return from her 
walk, she found them safe. Her first care was to 
place her mattress before her window as soon as night 
had fallen, to light her candle and begin to write. 
We will allow her to speak for herself; for we are in 
possession of this manuscript, which remained long 

after her death in the hands of Canon . We 

translate it from the Italian. 

DIARY OF CONSUELO. (CALLED PORPORINA.) 

Prisoner at Spandau, April, 175—. 

" April 2d. — I have never written anything but 
music, and though I speak several languages fluently, 
I do not know whether I can express myself in a cor- 
rect style in any one of them. It has never seemed 
to me that I should need to paint what might occupy 
my heart and life in any tongue other than that of the 
divine art which I profess. Words, phrases, — these 
seem to me so cold in comparison with what I could 
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express in song. I could count the letters, or rather 
the notes, which I have written hastily in the three or 
four most decisive crises of my existence. This is, 
therefore, the first time in my life that I have felt the 
need of putting into words what I feel or what has 
happened to me. It is a great pleasure to me even 
to try it. Illustrious and venerable Porpora, amiable 

and dear Haydn, excellent and worthy Canon , 

and perhaps you, too, noble and unfortunate Baron 
Trenck, it is of you that I think as I write this ; it is 
to you that I tell my misfortunes and trials. It seems 
to me that I am speaking to you, that I am with you, 
and that in my sad solitude I escape from the annihila- 
tion of death by narrating to you the secret of my life. 
Perhaps I shall die here of loneliness and misery, 
although thus far neither my health nor my courage 
has been perceptibly affected. But I know not what 
ills fortune reserves for me, and if I sink under them, 
at least a trace of me and a picture of my last days 
will remain in your hands. It will be the inheritance 
of some prisoner who will succeed me in this cell, and 
who will find the hiding-place in the wall where I my- 
self found the paper and pencil with which I am 
writing to you. Oh, how I thank my mother for 
having had me taught to write, which she did not 
know how to do herself ! Yes, it is a great solace to 
write in prison. My sad song did not pierce the 
thickness of these walls, and could not reach you. 
My writing will come to you some day, — and who 
knows whether I shall not find a means of send- 
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ing it to you soon? I have always trusted in Provi- 
dence. 

" April 3d. — I will write briefly and without stop- 
ping for long reflections. This little supply of paper, 
as fine as silk, will not be eternal, as my captivity may 
perhaps be. I will say a few words to you every 
evening before going to sleep. I wish, also, to hus- 
band my candle. I cannot write in the daytime, I 
should risk being surprised. I will not tell you why I 
have been sent here ; I do not know, and by trying to 
guess it with you, I might compromise persons who, 
after all, have confided nothing to me. Nor will I 
complain of the authors of my misfortune. It seems 
to me that if I were to give way to reproaches and re- 
sentment, I should lose the strength which supports 
me. I wish to think here only of those whom I love, 
and of him whom I have loved. 

" I sing every evening for two hours, and it appears 
to me that I am making progress. Of what use will 
it be to me ? The walls of my dungeon do not reply 
to me; they do not hear me. But God hears me, 
and when I have composed a hymn, which I sing to 
Him with the fervour of my heart, I feel a celestial 
calmness, and fall asleep almost happy. It seems to 
me that I am answered from heaven, and that a mys- 
terious voice sings to me in my sleep another hymn, 
more beautiful than my own, which I endeavour to 
recollect on the morrow, and to sing myself. Now 
that I have pencils, as a little music-paper still remains, 
I will write out my compositions. Some day, perhaps, 
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you will try them, dear friends, and I shall not be 
wholly dead. 

" April 4th. — This morning the robin redbreast 
came into my room, and remained more than a 
quarter of an hour. For a fortnight I have been in- 
viting him to do me this honour, and at last he con- 
cluded to do so to-day. He lives in an old ivy bush 
which trails over my window, and which my jailers 
spare because it gives a little verdure to their door, 
which is situated a few feet below it. The pretty 
little bird has looked at me for a long time with a 
serious and distrustful air. Attracted by the bread- 
crumbs which I roll in the shape of little worms, and 
turn between my fingers to excite him by the sight of 
a living prey, he would come lightly, and as if borne 
by a gust of wind, up to the bars of my window ; but 
as soon as he perceived the deception, he would go 
away with an air of reproach, and uttering a little 
croak which sounded like abuse. And then, those 
horrid iron bars, so close and black, were so like a 
cage that he had a horror of them. Yet to-day, when 
I was no longer thinking of him, he decided to pass 
them and came, without thinking of me either, I 
fancy, and perched on the back of a chair in my 
room. I remained quite still, that I might not 
frighten him, and he began to look about him with an 
expression of astonishment. He had the appearance 
of a traveller who had just discovered an unknown 
country, and was making observations in order to tell 
marvellous stories to his friends. It was I that aston- 
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ished him the most, and so long as I did not stir, he 
seemed to think me very funny. With his great 
round eye and his bill in the air, like a little tip- tilted 
nose, he has a bold and impertinent expression, the 
brightest in the world. At last I coughed a little to 
begin conversation, and he flew away quite frightened. 
But in his haste he could not find the window. He 
rose to the ceiling, and flew about for a minute, like a 
creature which has lost its head. At last he grew 
calm, seeing that I never thought of pursuing him, 
and, tired more by his fear than by his flight, came 
and lighted upon the stove. He seemed most agree- 
ably surprised by the heat of this, for the redbreast 
is a bird which is very sensitive to cold ; and, after 
making a few more turns at random, he came back 
several times to warm his feet, with secret delight. 
He took courage sufficiently to peck at my little 
breadcrumb worms, which lay upon the table ; and, 
after shaking them with an air of contempt, and scat- 
tering them about him, he at last, prompted by hun- 
ger, no doubt, swallowed one of them, which he did 
not find too unpalatable. At that moment Herr 
Schwartz, my jailer, came in, and the dear little vis- 
itor found the window and made his escape. But I 
hope that he will come back, for he hardly went off all 
day, and never ceased looking at me, as if promising 
it to me, and telling me that he no longer had such a 
poor opinion of me and my bread. 

" This is a great deal about a redbreast. I did 
not think myself so childish. Does prison life lead to 
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idiocy? Or is there some mystery of sympathy and 
affection between all that breathes under heaven ? I 
had my harpsicord here for some days. I was able to 
work, study, compose and sing, but nothing of all 
that moved me so greatly as the visit of this little 
bird, of this being ! Yes, it is a living being, and 
that is the reason that my heart beat when I saw it 
near me. Yet my jailer is a living being also, one of 
my own kind ; his wife, his son, whom I see several 
times every day, the sentinel who walks day and night 
upon the rampart, are better organized beings, natural 
friends, brothers before God \ yet the sight of them 
is much more painful than agreeable. The jailer 
impresses me like a door, his wife like a padlock, his 
son like a stone fixed in a wall. In the soldier who 
guards me I see only a gun aimed at me. It seems 
to me that these people are not human or living, but 
instruments of torture and death. If I did not fear 
to be impious, I should hate them. O my redbreast, 
I love you 1 there is no denying it, I feel it. Let him 
who can, explain this sort of love. 

"April 5th. — Another event. This is the note 
which I received this morning, in a scarcely legible 
hand, on a very dirty bit of paper : — 

" ' Sister, since the spirit visits you, you are holy ; I 
was very sure of it. I am your friend and your ser- 
vant. Dispose of me and command your brother in 
whatever you wish.' 

"Who is this friend, this improvised brother? It 
is impossible to guess. I found the note on my win- 
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dow this morning when I opened it to say good- 
morning to the redbreast. Can it be he who brought 
it? I am tempted to believe that it is he who wrote it. 
At any rate, he knows me, the dear little creature, and 
is beginning to love me. He hardly ever goes near 
the Schwartzes' kitchen, the window of which sends 
out an odour of warm grease which comes up to my 
room, and which is not the least discomfort of my 
dwelling. But I no longer desire to change it since 
my little bird has adopted it. He has too good taste 
to become intimate with this cookshop-keeping turn- 
key, his ill-natured wife, and his ugly offspring. 1 It is 
evidently upon me that he bestows his confidence and 
his friendship. He returned to my room to-day. He 
breakfasted there with a good appetite, and when I 
walked upon the rampart he left his ivy and came 
down to flutter about me. He uttered his little croak 
as if to call my attention. The ugly Gottlieb was on 
the sill of his door and gazed at me, laughing, with 
vacant looks. This creature is always accompanied 
by a frightful red cat which looks at my redbreast 
with an eye still more horrible than his master's. It 
makes me shudder. I hate this cat almost as much 
as Frau Schwartz, who searches me. 

" April 6th. — Another note this morning ! This 
is becoming singular. The same awkward, pointed, 
scrawling, dirty handwriting ; the same grocer's paper. 



1 Consuelo gave some details in a preceding paragraph concerning the 
Schwartz family. Everything has been cut out of her manuscript 
which would be a repetition for the reader. 
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My Lindor is not a hidalgo, but he is tender and en- 
thusiastic. ' Dear sister, soul elect and marked by 
the finger of God, you distrust me. You will not 
speak to me. Have you nothing to command me ? 
Can I not serve you in any way? My life belongs to 
you. Therefore dispose of your brother.' I look at 
the sentinel. He is a boor of a soldier who knits 
his stocking as he walks up and down with his gun 
upon his shoulder. He also looks at me, and appears 
more inclined to send me a ball than a note. In 
whatever direction I turn my eyes I see only immense 
gray walls, bristling with nettles, bordered by a ditch, 
which is bordered itself by another fortified work, 
neither the name nor the purpose of which I know, 
but which prevents my seeing the lake ; and on the top 
of this advanced work there is another sentinel, whose 
cap and the muzzle of whose gun I see, and whom I 
hear crying harshly to every boat that approaches the 
citadel, 'Sheer off!' If I could only see these 
boats, and a little running-water and a bit of land- 
scape 1 I can hear only the plashing of the oar, 
sometimes a fisherman's song, and in the distance, if 
the wind blows in that direction, the roar of two 
rivers which come together at some distance from the 
prison. But whence come these mysterious notes, and 
this fine devotion with which I do not know what to 
do? Perhaps my redbreast knows, but the little 
rogue will not tell me. 

" April ?th. — By looking with all my eyes, while I 
was walking on the rampart, I perceived a narrow 
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little opening in the side of the tower in which I live, 
some ten feet above my window, and almost wholly 
concealed by the topmost branches of the ivy, which 
grows up to it. So small an opening can never light 
the dwelling of a living being, I thought with a shud- 
der. Still, I wished to know the truth about it, and I 
endeavoured to draw Gottlieb out upon the rampart by 
working upon his monomania, or rather upon his un- 
happy passion, which is to make shoes. I asked him 
if he could make me a pair of slippers, and for the 
first time he came to me without being forced, and re- 
plied to me without embarrassment. But his manner 
of speaking is as strange as his face, and I begin to 
believe that he is not idiotic, but mad. 

" ' Shoes for you V said he ; 'no, I should not dare. 
It is written : " The latchet of His shoes I am not 
worthy to unloose.' " 

" I saw his mother in the door and ready to take 
part in the conversation. Not having time to stop to 
consider the motive of his humility or his veneration, 
I hastened to ask him whether the story above me 
was inhabited, hardly, however, hoping to obtain an 
intelligent answer. 

"'It is not inhabited,' Gottlieb replied to me 
very sensibly; "it could not be, it contains only 
a staircase which leads to the platform.' 

"'And is the platform detached? Does it not 
connect with anything? ' 

" « Why do you ask me that, since you know? ' 

" ' I do not know, and I care little to know. It 
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was only to make you talk, Gottlieb, and to see 
whether you are so sensible as they say.' 

"'lam very, very sensible/ replied poor Gottlieb 
in a grave and sad tone, which contrasted with the 
absurdity of his words. 

"'In that case, you can explain to me/ I re- 
peated, for time was precious, 'how that court is 
built. 1 

"'Ask it of the redbreast/ he replied, with a 
strange smile. ' He knows, for he flies and goes 
everywhere. I know nothing, because I go nowhere. 

" ' What, not even to the top of this tower in which 
you live? You do not know what there is behind 
this wall?' 

" ' I may have been there, but I did not notice. 
I hardly ever look at anything or any one.' 

" ' Still, you look at the redbreast ; you see it, you 
know it.' 

" ' Oh ! he is different. We know angels well 
enough, but that is no reason why we should look at 
walls.' 

" ' What you say is very profound, Gottlieb. Can 
you explain it tome?' 

" ' Ask the redbreast ; he knows everything, I tell 
you. He can go anywhere, but he never visits any 
one but those of his own kind. That is why he goes 
into your room.' 

" ' Thank you, Gottlieb ; you take me for a bird ? ' 

" ' The redbreast is not a bird.' 

"'What is he?' 
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" ' He is an angel ; you know it* 

" ' In that case, I am one too? ' 

" ' Precisely.' 

"'You are gallant, Gottlieb.' 

" ' Gallant ? ' said Gottlieb, looking at me with an 
air of profound astonishment ; ' what does " gallant " 
mean?' 

" ' Do you not know that word ? ' 

"'No.' 

" ' How do you know that the redbreast comes into 
my room?' 

" ' I have seen him, and besides, he has told 
me so.' 

" ' Then he talks to you ? ' 

"'Sometimes,' said Gottlieb, with a sigh; 'very 
rarely. But yesterday he said to me, " No, I will 
not go into your hell of a kitchen. Angels do not 
have dealings with evil spirits." ' 

" ' Are you an evil spirit, Gottlieb ? ' 

" * Oh I no, not I, but ' — 

"Here Gottlieb laid his finger on his thick lips, 
with a mysterious air. 

"'But who?' 

"He did not reply, but pointed stealthily at his 
cat, as if he feared that he would be seen. 

" ' Then that is why you call him by such a bad 
name? Beelzebub, I think? ' 

" ' Sh ! ' replied Gottlieb ; ' it is his name, and he 
knows it. He has borne it ever since the beginning 
of the world. But he will not always bear it.' 
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" i No doubt, when he is dead I ' 

" € He will never die ! He cannot die, and he is 
very sorry for it, for he does not know that a day will 
come when he will be pardoned.' 

" Here we were interrupted by the approach of 
Frau Schwartz, who was amazed at seeing Gottlieb at 
last talk freely to me. She was quite delighted, and 
asked me if I was satisfied with him. 

"'Very well satisfied, I assure you. Gottlieb is 
extremely interesting, and now I shall take pleasure 
in making him talk.' 

" ' Ah ! signora, you will do us a great service, for 
the poor child has no one with whom to talk, and 
with us — it is as though he did it on purpose — he 
will not open his lips. How queer you are, my poor 
Gottlieb, and how obstinate 1 Here you are talking 
very well with the signora, whom you do not know, 
while with your parents ' — 

"Gottlieb turned short upon his heel and disap- 
peared in the kitchen, without seeming to have even 
heard his mother's voice. 

" * That is what he always does ! ' cried Frau 
Schwartz. 'When his father or I speak to him, 
one would swear twenty-nine times out of thirty that 
he had become deaf. But what was he saying to 
you, signora ? What the deuce could he talk to you 
about so long?' 

" * I confess that I did not understand him very 
well,' I replied. ' I must know what is the connection 
of his ideas. Let me talk to him from time to time 
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without interrupting him, and when I know what is 
passing in his mind I will tell you.' 

" ' But, at any rate, signora, his mind is not de- 
ranged ? ' 

" ' I do not think so/ I replied, and in that I told 
a great falsehood, for which may God pardon me ! 

" My first impulse was to spare the illusion of this 
poor woman, who is a vile wretch, it is true, but who 
is a mother, and who has the happiness not to see the 
madness of her son. That is always very strange. 
Gottlieb, who showed me his eccentricities so inno- 
cently, must have a silent insanity when with his 
parents. As I thought of it, I fancied that I might 
perhaps extract from the simplicity of this unfortunate 
being some information respecting the denizens of 
my prison, and that I might discover from his chance 
replies the writer 61 my anonymous notes. I wish, 
therefore, to make a friend of him, and all the more 
because his regard appears to me subject to that of 
the redbreast, and the redbreast clearly honours me 
with his. There is poetry in the diseased mind of 
this poor child ! The little bird an angel, the cat an 
evil spirit which will be pardoned ! What does it all 
mean ? There is in these German heads, even the most 
disordered, a wealth of imagination which I admire. 

"At any rate, Frau Schwartz is greatly pleased 
with my condescension, and now I am on very good 
terms with her for the moment. Gottlieb's babble 
will be a distraction for me. Poor creature ! Al- 
though I have only come to know him to-day, he no 
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longer creates in me a feeling of aversion. A lunatic 
ought not to be bad in this country, where the people 
of wit and reason are so far from being good. 

" April 18 th. — A third note on my window. 

"'Dear sister, the platform is detached, but the 
staircase which leads to it communicates with another 
wing, at the end of which is the apartment of a lady 
who is a prisoner here like yourself. Her name is a 
mystery, but the redbreast will tell it to you if you ask 
him. That, at any rate, is what you wished to learn 
from poor Gottlieb, and which he could not tell you.' 

" Who is this friend who knows, sees, and hears all 
that I do and say? I am utterly at a loss. Is he 
invisible? All this appears to me so marvellous 
that I am beginning to take a serious interest in it. 
It seems to me that I am living in a fairy story, as 
I did in my childhood, and that my redbreast will 
suddenly speak. But if it is true of that charming 
little wanton that he lacks only the power of speech, 
it is only too certain that he lacks it absolutely, or 
that I cannot understand his language. He is now 
quite accustomed to me. He comes into my room, 
he goes out, comes in again, and is quite at home. I 
move, I walk about, and he flits away only an arm's 
length, and immediately returns. If he were very 
fond of bread he would love me more, for I cannot 
deceive myself as to the cause of his attachment for 
me. It is hunger, and also, a little, the need and 
desire of warming himself at my stove. If I could 
succeed in catching a fly (how few there are as yet !) 



Digitized 



by Google 



298 THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 

I am certain that he would come to take it from my 
fingers; for he already looks very closely at the 
pieces which I offer him, and if the temptation were 
stronger he would lay aside all ceremony. I recollect 
now having heard Albert say that to tame the most 
timid animals, if only they had a spark of intelligence, 
nothing was necessary but a few hours of inexhausti- 
ble patience. He had met a zingara, a pretended 
witch, who would not remain a day in the same part 
of a wood without having some birds come and light 
upon her. She passed for having a charm, and she 
pretended to receive from them revelations of secret 
things, like Apollonius of Tyana, whose history also 
Albert related to me. Albert said that her only 
secret was the patience with which she had studied 
the instincts of these little creatures, besides a certain 
affinity of character which is often seen between 
individuals of our own kind and animals of a par- 
ticular species. In Venice they raise a great many 
birds ; they have a passion for it. It is because that 
beautiful city, separated from the land, has some- 
what the nature of a prison. They excel in the edu- 
cation of nightingales. The pigeons, protected by a 
special law, and almost venerated by the people, live 
there freely on the old buildings, and are so tame 
that in the streets and squares one must step aside 
not to tread on them in walking. The gulls in the 
harbour light upon the arms of the sailors. Conse- 
quently, there are famous bird-tamers in Venice. I 
was very intimate, when young, with a child of the 
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people who carried on this trade, and for whom it 
was sufficient to have the wildest bird only an hour, 
to return it to you as tame as if it had been brought 
up in captivity. I amuse myself repeating these ex- 
periments upon my redbreast, and he grows more 
accustomed to me every minute. When I am out- 
side he follows me and calls to me ; when I go to the 
window he hurries to me. Does he love me ? Could 
he love me? I feel that I love him; but he only 
knows me and does not fear me, that is all. A child 
in the cradle loves his nurse in the same way, no 
doubt. A child ! What a love that must inspire ! 
Alas ! I fancy that we love passionately only that 
which is hardly able to return it. Ingratitude and 
devotion, or at least indifference and passion, that is 
the eternal wedlock of created beings ! Anzoleto, 
you did not love me — And you, Albert, who loved 
me so much, I allowed you to die — Here am I, re- 
duced to loving a redbreast ! And I would complain 
of not deserving my lot ! You think, perhaps, dear 
friends, that I venture to jest upon such a subject ! 
No. Perhaps my mind is becoming distracted in 
solitude ; my heart, deprived of affection, is eating 
itself away, and this paper is wet with tears. 

" I had resolved not to waste this precious paper, 
and now I am covering it with puerilities. I find a 
great comfort in it, and cannot help it. It has rained 
all day. I have not seen Gottlieb again ; I did not 
go out. I was busy with the redbreast all the time, 
and at last this childishness strangely saddened me. 
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When the playful and inconstant bird tried to leave 
me, pecking at the pane, I yielded to it. I opened 
the window from a feeling of respect for the holy 
liberty which men do not fear to take from their 
fellows ; but I was wounded by this temporary deser- 
tion, as if this animal owed me anything for so much 
care and love. I really think that I am becoming in- 
sane, and that before long I shall clearly understand 
Gottlieb's wanderings. 

" April gth. — What have I learned ? or rather 
what have I fancied I learned ? For I know nothing 
yet ; but my imagination has worked enormously. 

" In the first place, I have discovered the author of 
the mysterious notes. It is the last person that I 
should have imagined. But I no longer think of 
being astonished at that. Never mind. I will relate 
to you this whole day. 

" As soon as it was morning, I opened my little 
window, composed of a single good-sized pane of glass, 
— and clean enough, thanks to the care with which 
I wipe it, — that I may lose no part of the little light 
which comes to me, and of which the wretched grat- 
ing tries to rob me. Even the ivy threatens to 
overrun me, and plunge me in darkness ; but I dare 
not yet pluck a single leaf; this ivy lives, it is free in 
its own kind of life. What? thwart it, mutilate it? 
Yet I must make up my mind to that. It feels the 
influence of the month of April, it hastens to grow, 
it spreads, it catches hold in every direction ; it has 
its roots fastened in the stone, but it mounts, it seeks 
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air and sun. Poor human thought does the same. I 
understand now how there were formerly sacred plants 
and birds. The redbreast came at once, and lighted 
on my shoulder without ceremony; then it began, 
according to its custom, to look at and touch every- 
thing. Poor creature, there is so little here to amuse 
it I And yet it is free ; it might live in the fields, but 
it prefers the prison, its old ivy bush and my dreary 
cell. Does it love me? No. It is warm in my 
room, and it is beginning to like my bread. I am 
frightened now at having tamed it so well. Suppose 
it were to go into Frau Schwartz's kitchen, and fall a 
prey to her horrid cat. My care would have caused 
it to meet this frightful death. To be torn, devoured 
by a furious beast ! And what is our fate, weak 
human creatures, upright and defenceless hearts, but 
to be tortured and destroyed by pitiless beings who 
cause us to feel their claws and their cruel teeth, as 
they kill us slowly? 

" The sun rose bright, and my cell was almost rose 
colored, as my room in the Corte Minelli used to be 
when the sun of Venice — but I must not think of 
that sun ; it will never again rise upon me. May you, 
dear friends, salute for me smiling Italy, and the 
vast heavens, and il firmamento lucido, which I, no 
doubt, shall never see again. 

"I asked to go out; I was allowed, although it 
was earlier than usual ; I call that going out ! A 
platform, thirty feet long, bordered by a marsh and 
enclosed between high walls ! Yet this spot is not 
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without beauty, at least I fancy so now that I have 
looked at it in every light. At night it is beautiful 
from its very dreariness. I am sure that there are 
here many persons innocent like myself, and in much 
worse plight; in dungeons which they never leave, 
where the sunlight never enters, which even the moon, 
that friend of sad hearts, never visits. Ah ! I should 
be wrong to murmur. O God ! if I had power upon 
earth, I should like to make people happy ! 

" Gottlieb hobbled to meet me, smiling as much as 
his petrified mouth can smile. He was not disturbed ; 
they left him alone with me, and suddenly — what a 
miracle ! — Gottlieb began to talk almost like a rea- 
sonable being. 

" ' I did not write you last night,' he said, * and you 
did not find a note upon your window. That was 
because I did not see you yesterday, and you had 
asked me nothing.' 

' " What do you mean, Gottlieb ? Was it you who 
wrote me?' 

"'Who else could have done it? Did you not 
guess that it was I ? But I shall not write uselessly, 
now that you are willing to talk to me. I do not wish 
to be importunate, but to serve you.' 

" i Good Gottlieb ! Then you pity me ? You take 
an interest in me ? ' 

" ' Yes, since I know that you are a spirit of light.' 

" ' I am nothing more than you, Gottlieb ; you are 
mistaken.' 

" ' I am not mistaken. Do I not hear you sing ! ' 
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" ' Then you like music ? ' 

"'I like yours ; it is in harmony with God and 
my heart.' 

" ' Your heart is pious, your soul is pure, I see, 
Gottlieb.' 

" ' I strive to make them so. The angels will assist 
me, and I shall overcome the spirit of darkness which 
has fallen heavily upon my poor body, but which can- 
not gain possession of my soul.' 

" By degrees Gottlieb began to speak with enthu- 
siasm, but without ceasing to be noble and true in his 
poetic symbols. In short, shall I tell you? this idiot, 
this madman, rose to real eloquence in speaking of 
the goodness of God, human misery, the future justice 
of a rewarding Providence, the evangelical virtues, 
and the duties of a believer, even of the arts, of 
poetry, and of music. I am not yet able to under- 
stand from what religion he has borrowed all his 
ideas and this fervent exaltation, for he seems to 
me neither a Catholic nor a Protestant ; and while he 
told me repeatedly that he believed in the only, the 
true religion, he informed me of nothing except that 
he belongs, unknown to his parents, to a particular 
sect ; I am too ignorant to guess which. I will study 
little by little the mystery of this soul, which is singu- 
larly strong and beautiful, but strangely diseased and 
afflicted; for, after all, poor Gottlieb is mad, as 
Zdenko was in his poetry, and as Albert was in his 
sublime virtue I Gottlieb's insanity reappeared when, 
after having spoken for some time with warmth, his 



Digitized 



by Google 



304 THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 

enthusiasm became too strong for him ; and then he 
began to wander in a childish manner, which pained 
me, about the angel redbreast and the demon cat ; 
then about his mother, who had made an alliance with 
the cat and with the evil spirit which is in it ; and finally, 
about his father, who had been changed into a stone by 
a glance of that poor pussy, Beelzebub. I succeeded 
in calming him by diverting him from his sombre 
fancies, and questioned him about the other prisoners. 
I had no longer any personal interest in learning 
these details, since the notes, instead of being thrown 
upon my window-sill from the top of the tower, as I 
supposed, were pushed up from below by Gottlieb 
before daylight by some means which I do not know, 
but which was doubtless very simple. But Gottlieb, 
obeying my suggestion with singular docility, had 
already inquired about what I had seemed to desire 
the day before. He informed me that the prisoner 
who lives in the building behind my cell was young 
and handsome, and that he had seen her. I was not 
paying much attention to his words when suddenly he 
told me her name, which startled me. This prisoner 
is called Amelia. 

" Amelia ! What a sea of anxieties, what a world 
of memories this name awakens in me ! I have 
known two Amelias, both of whom have plunged my 
life into the depths by their confidences. Is this 
Princess Amelia, or the young Baroness Rudolstadt ? 
Gottlieb, who has no curiosity himself, and who does 
not seem able to think of taking a step or asking a 
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question if I do not urge him on like an automaton, 
could tell me nothing more than this Christian name, 
Amelia. He has seen the captive, but he saw her 
after his usual fashion, that is to say, as if through 
a cloud. She must be young and handsome; Frau 
Schwartz says so. But Gottlieb confesses that he 
knows nothing about it. He only felt, when he saw 
her at her window, that she was not a good spirit, an 
angel. Her family name is concealed. She is rich, 
and spends money with the Schwartzes. But she is 
in solitary confinement, like me. She never goes out. 
She is often ill. That is all that I could find out. 
Gottlieb has only to listen to the chatter of his parents 
to learn more, for they are not careful in his presence. 
He has promised to listen and to tell me how long 
this Amelia has been here. As for her other name, 
it seems that the Schwartzes themselves do not know 
it. Could they be ignorant of it if it were the Abbess 
of Quedlinburg? Can the king have put his sister 
in prison? They imprison princesses like any one 
else, and more than any one else. The young Baron- 
ess Rudolstadt — why should she be here ? By 
what right could Frederick have deprived her of her 
liberty ? Come ! It is the curiosity of a recluse 
which is tormenting me, and my suppositions, on the 
strength simply of a Christian name, are the fruit of 
an idle and unhealthy imagination. Never mind ; I 
shall have a mountain upon my heart until I know 
who this companion in misfortune may be who bears 
a name so painful to me." 
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"May ist — Several days have elapsed since I 
have been able to write. Various events have filled 
up this interval ; I will hasten to tell them to you. 

" In the first place, I have been ill. From time to 
time since I have been here I have felt the attacks 
of a brain fever which resembles in a small way that 
which I experienced in a great one at the Castle of 
the Giants, after having been in the grotto in search 
of Albert. I have painful, wakeful nights, broken by 
dreams during which I cannot tell whether I am 
awake or asleep, and at those times I always seem to 
hear that terrible violin, playing its Bohemian airs, 
hymns and war-songs. It gives me great pain, and 
yet when this fancy begins to take possession of me 
I cannot help listening eagerly for the faint sounds 
which a distant breeze seems to bear to me. Some- 
times I fancy that this violin plays as it glides over 
the waters which sleep about the citadel ; sometimes 
it comes down from the top of the walls, and at others 
it escapes from the window of a dungeon. My mind 
and my heart are broken by it. And yet when night 
comes, instead of endeavouring to distract my mind J>y 
writing I throw myself upon my bed, and endeavour 
to fall into that doze which brings my musical dream, 
or rather half-dream ; for there is something real be- 
neath it all. A veritable violin certainly plays in the 
room of some prisoner ; but what does it play, and 
how ? It is too far off for me to hear more than dis- 
connected sounds. My diseased mind invents the 
rest, I have no doubt. It is my fate to doubt Albert's 
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death no longer, and yet not to be able to accept it 
as an irremediable evil. Apparently it is my nature 
to hope in spite of everything, and not to submit to 
the cruelty of fate. 

" Three nights ago I had at last gone quite to sleep 
when I was awakened by a slight sound in my room. 
The night was very dark and I could see nothing. 
But I could distinctly hear some one walking by my 
bed, though quietly. I thought it was Frau Schwartz, 
who had taken the trouble to come to see how I was, 
and I spoke to her ; but I was answered only by a 
deep sigh, and then the person went out on tiptoe. 
I heard the door closed and bolted, and I was greatly 
exhausted, and I went to sleep again without paying 
much attention to this circumstance. The next morn- 
ing my recollection of it was so indistinct that I was 
not sure that I had not been dreaming. The next 
night I had another attack of fever more defined than 
the others, but which I greatly preferred to my un- 
easy wakefulness and my disconnected fancies. I 
slept soundly ; I dreamed a great deal, but I did not 
hear the mournful violin, and whenever I awoke, I 
felt distinctly the difference between sleeping and 
waking. During one of these intervals I heard the 
strong, even breathing of a person asleep not far from 
me. I even thought I could see some one in my arm- 
chair. I was not frightened. Frau Schwartz had 
come at midnight to bring me some gruel ; I thought 
that she was still there. I waited some time, not 
wishing to wake her, and when I thought I saw her 
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waking of herself I thanked her for her thoughtful- 
ness and asked her the hour. Then the person went 
away, and I heard something like a stifled sob, so har- 
rowing and so frightful that the moisture still comes 
to my brow when I think of it. I cannot tell why it 
made such an impression upon me : it seemed to me 
that they considered me very ill, perhaps dying ; but 
I did not feel ill enough to believe myself in danger, 
and besides, I should not have minded dying so pain- 
less, unconscious a death, and in the midst of a life so 
little to be regretted. When Frau Schwartz came to 
my room at seven in the morning, as I had not gone 
to sleep again, and had spent the last hours of the 
night in a condition of perfect lucidity, I had a very 
distinct recollection of this strange visit. I begged 
Frau Schwartz to explain it to me, but she shook her 
head saying that she did not know what I meant, that 
she had not come back after midnight, and that as she 
had all the keys of the cells under her pillow while 
she slept, it was certain that I had been dreaming or had 
had a vision. Yet I was so far from having been deliri- 
ous that about mid-day I felt well enough to wish for 
some fresh air. I went down upon the platform ac- 
companied by my redbreast, which seemed to con- 
gratulate me upon recovering my strength. The 
weather was very agreeable. The heat is beginning 
to be felt here, and the breeze brings from the coun- 
try warm puffs of pure air and faint odours of vegeta- 
tion which rejoice one's heart in spite of everything. 
Gottlieb hastened to me. I thought him greatly 
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changed, and much more ugly than usual. Still, there 
is an expression of angelic goodness, and even of 
lively intelligence, in the chaos of this face when it 
lights up. His eyes were so red and swollen that I 
asked him if they pained him. 

" ' They do, indeed, pain me/ he replied, ' because 
I have wept a great deal.' 

"'And what have you to grieve over, my poor 
Gottlieb?' 

" ' At midnight my mother came down from the 
cell and said to my father, " Prisoner No. 3 is very ill 
this evening. She has a fever in good earnest. We must 
send for the doctor. I do not care to have her die on 
our hands." My mother thought that I was asleep, but 
I did not wish to go to sleep until I knew what she 
would say. I knew that you had a fever, of course ; 
but when I heard that it was dangerous I could not 
help crying until sleep overcame me. Yet I think 
that I must have cried all night in my sleep, for I 
waked this morning with my eyes on fire, and my 
pillow was all wet with tears.' 

"Poor Gottlieb's attachment touched me deeply, 
and I thanked him, shaking his great black paw, 
which smells dreadfully of leather and cobbler's wax. 
Then it occurred to me that Gottlieb might, in his 
innocent zeal, have paid me this more than improper 
nocturnal visit. I asked him if he had not gotten up 
and come to listen at my door. He assured me that 
he had not moved, and now I am convinced of it. 
The place in which he sleeps must be so situated that 
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from my room I can hear him breathe and sigh through 
some crack in the wall, perhaps the hole in which I 
hide my money and my journal. Who knows whether 
this opening does not communicate by an invisible 
passage with that in which Gottlieb also puts his treas- 
ures, his book and his cobbler's tools in the kitchen 
fireplace ? I have in this, at least, a peculiar similar- 
ity to Gottlieb, in that we both, like rats or bats, have 
a poor nest in a hole in a wall, where all our wealth 
is buried in the darkness. I was about to venture 
some questions on the subject when I saw coming out 
of the Schwartzes' apartment, and walking forward 
upon the esplanade, a person whom I had not seen 
here before, and the sight of whom caused me an 
incredible fright,- although I was not yet sure that I 
was not mistaken about him. 

"'Who is that man?' I asked of Gottlieb in an 
undertone. 

" ' He is nothing good/ he replied in the same 
tone. ' He is our new adjutant. See how Beelzebub 
arches his back as he rubs against his legs ! They 
know each other well, you may be sure ! ' 

" ' But what is his name ? ' 

" Gottlieb was about to reply to me when the ad- 
jutant said to him in a sweet voice and with a kindly 
smile, as he pointed to the kitchen, — 

" ' Young man, they are asking for you in there. 
Your father is calling you.' 

" It was only a pretext to be alone with me, and 
Gottlieb having gone off, I found myself face to face 
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with — guess who, friend Beppo? With the gracious 
and ferocious recruiter whom we met so unluckily in 
the Bohmerwald two years ago, with Herr Mayer in 
person. I could not mistake him. Except that he is 
a little stouter, it is the same man, with his pleasant, 
free manner, his treacherous eve, his deceitful good- 
nature, and his eternal c broum, broum/ as if he were 
practising upon the trumpet. He had passed from 
military music to furnishing food for powder; and 
from that, as a recompense for his loyal and honour- 
able services, he has become a garrison officer, or 
rather a military jailer, which, after all, suits him quite 
as well as the trade of travelling jailer, of which he 
acquitted himself with so much grace. 

" ' Signora,' said he, in French, € I am your hum- 
ble servant ! You have here a charming little platform 
for your walks ! Air, space, a fine view ! I congrat- 
ulate you on it. It seems to me that you have an easy 
time in prison. Besides, it is splendid weather, and it 
is a real pleasure to be in Spandau with such fine sun- 
shine — broum, broum / ' 

" These insolent jests so disgusted me that I did 
not reply to him. He was not disconcerted by this, 
and resumed in Italian : — 

" ' I beg your pardon ; I was speaking a language 
which you, perhaps, do not understand. I was 
forgetting that you are an Italian, an Italian singer, 
are you not? You have a superb voice, they say. I 
am an enthusiastic lover of music myself. Conse- 
quently, I feel disposed to render your life as agree- 
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able as my instructions will permit. But where the 
devil have I had the happiness of seeing you? I 
know your face perfectly, upon my word ! ' 

" ' No doubt at the Berlin theatre, where I sang 
last winter.' 

" ' No, I was in Silesia. I was assistant-adjutant at 
Gratz. Luckily that demon Trenck performed his es- 
capade while I was on my rounds — on a mission, I 
mean, on the frontiers of Saxony ; otherwise, I should 
not have been promoted, and I should not be here, 
where I like it very well, because of the proximity to 
Berlin ; for it is a very dreary life, signora. You can- 
not fancy how one is bored, when one is far from a 
large town, in a lonely country ; especially I, who am 
passionately fond of music. But where the deuce 
have I had the pleasure of meeting you?' 

" ' I do not recollect ever having had that honour, sir.' 

" ' I must have seen you on the stage somewhere, 
in Italy or Vienna. Have you travelled a great deal? 
In how many theatres have you sung? ' 

"And as I did not reply he went on with his brazen 
assurance : — 

" ' Never mind ; it will come to me. What was I 
saying to you? Ah ! you, too, are bored?' 

"'No, sir.' 

" ' But is it not you who are in solitary confine- 
ment? It is you who are called Porporina? ' 

" ' Yes, sir.' 

"'Exactly! Prisoner No. 3. Well, would you 
not like a little distraction, — some society?' 
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" ' Not at all, sir,' I replied quickly, thinking that 
he would offer me his own. 

"'As you like. It is a pity. There is another 
prisoner here, a charming woman, upon my word, 
who would, I am sure, be enchanted to make your 
acquaintance.' 

" ' May I ask you her name, sir? • 

" ' She is named Amelia.' 

" ( Amelia what ? ' 

" € Amelia — broum, broum ! Upon my word, I do 
not know. You are curious, I see ; it is the disease 
peculiar to prisons.' 

" I began to repent having repelled Herr Mayer's 
advances ; for after having despaired of knowing this 
mysterious Amelia, I felt once more drawn to her by 
a sentiment of pity, and also by the desire to clear up 
my suspicions. I therefore tried to be a little more 
amiable with the repulsive Mayer, and he soon offered 
to put me in communication with Prisoner No. 2, as 
he calls this Amelia. 

" ' If this infraction of my sentence does not com- 
promise you, sir,' I replied, ' and I can be useful to 
this lady, who is, they say, ill from sadness and 
ennui ' — 

" ' Broum, broum ! You take things literally, do 
you? You are still innocent? It is that old rascal 
Schwartz who has made you afraid of the instruc- 
tions. Instructions ! Are they not a chimera? It 
is all very well for the porters and warders, but we 
officers (and as he said this Herr Mayer drew him- 
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self up like one who was not yet accustomed to bearing 
so honourable a title) close our eyes to innocent infrac- 
tions. The king himself would close them if he were 
in our place. When you wish to obtain anything, 
signora, ask it only of me, and I promise you that 
you will not be needlessly disappointed or oppressed. 
I am naturally indulgent and humane — God made me 
so ; and, besides, I am fond of music. If you will 
sing me something from time to time, in the evening, 
for instance, I will come here to listen to you, and in 
that way you will do whatever you like with me.' 

" ( l will trespass upon your kindness as little as 
possible, Herr Mayer.' 

" * Mayer ! ' cried the adjutant sharply, breaking 
off in the broum, broum which was coming from his 
black, cracked lips. 'Why do you call me Mayer? 
My name is not Mayer. Where the devil did you get 
that name Mayer? ' 

" ' It was absent-mindedness, adjutant,' I replied ; 
' I beg your pardon. I had a music-teacher of that 
name, and I have been thinking of him all the 
morning.' 

" ' A music-teacher ? It was not I. There are a 
great many Mayers in Germany. My name is Nan- 
teuil ; I come of a French family.' 

"•'Well, sir, how shall I announce myself to this 
lady? She does not know me, and will perhaps 
refuse my visit, as I just now came near refusing to 
know her. One becomes so shy when one lives 
alone.' 
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" ' Oh ! whoever she may be, this handsome lady 
will be charmed to find some one to talk to ; I will 
answer for that. Will you write her a line ? ' 

" ' I have nothing to write with.' 

" ' It is impossible ; have you no money? ' 

" ( If I had money, Herr Schwartz is incorruptible ; 
and, besides, I do not know how to bribe.' 

" ' Well, I will take you to No. 2 this evening 
myself, — that is, after you have sung me something.' 

" I was frightened at the idea that Herr Mayer, or 
Herr Nanteuil, as he is now pleased to call himself, 
wished perhaps to come to my room. I was about 
to refuse, when he explained his intentions better, 
either because he had not thought of honouring me 
with a visit, or because he read my terror and repug- 
nance in my face. 

" ' I will listen to you from the platform over the 
tower in which you live,' he said. 'The voice as- 
cends, and I shall hear very well. Then I will have 
your doors opened and you brought by a woman. I 
shall not see you. Indeed, it would not be proper 
for me to have the appearance of prompting you to 
disobedience, although, after all, — broum, broum, — 
there is a very simple way of getting out of any 
trouble. One could blow out the brains of Prisoner 
No. 3 with a pistol, and say that she was caught 
endeavouring to escape. Ha, ha ! It is an amusing 
idea, is it not ? One must always have cheerful ideas 
in prison. Your very humble servant, Signora Por- 
porina, until this evening.' 
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" I was at a loss to comprehend the obliging dis- 
position of this wretch, and in spite of myself I had a 
terrible fear of him. I did not believe that so small 
and mean a mind could love music so much as to act 
thus only for the pleasure of hearing me. I supposed 
that the prisoner in question was no other than the 
Princess of Prussia, and that by the king's order they 
were arranging for an interview between us, that they 
might spy upon us and overhear the state secrets 
which they believe she has confided to me. With 
this thought I dreaded the interview as much as I 
desired it ; for I am absolutely ignorant how much 
truth there may be in this pretended conspiracy, in 
which I am charged with being an accomplice. 

"Nevertheless, considering it my duty to risk 
everything to give any moral aid to a companion in 
misfortune, whoever she might be, I began to sing at 
the appointed hour for the tin ears of the adjutant. I 
sang very poorly ; the audience did not greatly in- 
spire me, I still had a little fever, and besides, I felt 
that he was listening to me only for effect ; perhaps, 
even, he was not listening to me at all. When 
eleven o'clock struck, I was seized with a childish 
fear. I imagined that Herr Mayer had received 
secret orders to make away with me, and that he was 
going to kill me in earnest, as he had predicted in the 
form of an agreeable jest, when I should set foot out- 
side of my cell. When my door opened, I was trem- 
bling in every limb. An old woman, very dirty and 
very ugly (much more ugly and dirty, even, than 
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Frau Schwartz), beckoned to me to follow her, and 
went before me up a narrow and steep stair inside the 
wall. When we reached the top I found myself on 
the platform of the tower, about thirty feet above the 
esplanade where I walk every day, and eighty or a 
hundred feet above the ditch which washes all this 
portion of the buildings for a considerable distance. 
The frightful old creature who guided me told me to 
wait there an instant, and disappeared I knew not 
whither. My anxiety had vanished, and I felt such 
happiness at finding myself in pure air, in magnificent 
moonlight, and at a considerable elevation, which at 
last enabled me to look upon a wide scene, that I was 
not anxious about the solitude in which I was left. 
The great, still lake in which the citadel plunges its 
motionless shadows, the trees and the fields which I 
could see indistinctly upon the distant shores, the im- 
mensity of the sky and even the free flight of the bats 
flitting through the darkness, — heavens! how large 
and majestic it all seemed to me after two months 
spent in gazing at blank walls and in counting the few 
stars which passed through the narrow strip of the 
firmament which I could see from my cell 1 But I 
had not time to enjoy it long. The sound of steps 
compelled me to turn, and all my terror returned 
when I saw myself face to face with Herr Mayer. 

" ' Signora/ said he, 1 1 am in despair at having to 
tell you that you cannot see Prisoner No. 2, at 
least at present. She is a very capricious person, it 
appears to me. Yesterday she showed the greatest 
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desire for companionship, but just now I suggested 
yours, and this is what she replied : " Prisoner No. 
3, she who sings in the tower, and whom I hear every 
evening? Oh 1 I know her voice well, and you do 
not need to tell me her name. I am infinitely obliged 
for the companion you wish to give me. I would 
prefer never again to see a living soul rather than to 
suffer the sight of that unhappy creature. She is the 
cause of all my ills, and Heaven send that she ex- 
piate them as cruelly as I am now expiating the im- 
prudent friendship that I had for her 1 " That, sig- 
nora, is the opinion of the aforesaid lady in regard to 
you. It remains to be known whether it is deserved 
or not; that concerns, as they say, the tribunal of 
your conscience. As for me, I will have nothing to 
do with the matter, and am ready to conduct you 
back to your apartment when you like.' 

" ' At once, sir/ I replied, extremely mortified at 
having been accused of treachery before such a wretch 
as this, and feeling at the bottom of my heart a great 
deal of bitterness towards that one of the two Ame- 
lias who showed so much injustice or ingratitude 
towards me. 

" * There is no need for you to hurry/ replied the 
new adjutant. ' You seem to take pleasure in look- 
ing at the moon. Look at it at your leisure. It costs 
nothing, and does no harm to any one.' 

" I was imprudent enough to profit a moment 
longer by the condescension of this rascal. I could 
not tear myself so quickly from the beautiful sight 
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of which I was perhaps to be deprived forever ; and 
in spite of myself Mayer impressed me like a rude 
lackey, too much honoured to wait upon my orders* 
He took advantage of my mistake to become bold 
enough to wish to begin a conversation with me. 

" * Do you know, signora/ said he, ' that you sing 
devilish well ? I have never heard anything finer in 
Italy, and yet I frequented the best theatres there and 
heard the finest artists. Where did you make your 
debut? How long have you been wandering about 
the country? Have you travelled much? ' 

" And as I pretended not to hear his questions, he 
added, without being discouraged, — 

" ' You sometimes travelled on foot, dressed like a 
man? ' 

" This question made me shudder, and I hastened 
to answer in the negative. But he added, — 

" ' Come, you will not admit it ; but I never for- 
get anything, and I have found in my memory an 
amusing adventure which you cannot have forgotten 
either.' 

" ' I do not know what you mean, sir/ I replied, 
leaving the battlements of the tower, to return to my 
room. 

" ' One moment, one moment/ said Mayer. ' Your 
key is in my pocket, and you cannot go back like 
that without my going with you. Therefore, my pretty 
girl, allow me to say a few words to you ' — 

" ' Not one more, sir ! I wish to return to my 
room, and I regret that I left it.' 
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" ' So-ho ! You are putting on fine airs ! As if 
we did not know a little about your adventures ! Then 
you thought that I was simple enough not to know 
you when you were wandering through the Bohmer- 
wald with a dark lad who was not ill-looking? By no 
means ! I did indeed carry off the boy for the army 
of the King of Prussia, but the girl was not for his 
table ; albeit they do say that you were to his taste, 
and that it is because you tried to boast of it that you 
came here. But it cannot be helped. Fortune has 
caprices against which it is wholly useless to rebel. 
You have fallen from a great height, but I advise you 
not to be proud, and to be satisfied with what offers 
itself. I am only an insignificant garrison officer, but 
I am more powerful here than a king whom no one 
knows and no one fears, because he is too high and 
too far off to be obeyed. Do not be ungrateful, and 
you will see that the protection of an adjutant at 
Spandau is worth as much as that of the king in 
Berlin. You understand me? Do not run, do not 
cry out, do not be foolish. It would be an utterly 
useless scandal ; I will say what I like, and you will 
not be believed. Come, I do not wish to frighten 
you. I am of a gentle and compassionate nature. 
Only, think over it ; and when I see you again, recol- 
lect that I can decide your fate, throw you into a 
dungeon, or supply you with occupation and amuse- 
ments, cause you to die of hunger without being 
called to account for it, or enable you to escape with- 
out being suspected ; reflect, I say, and I will give 
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you time for it/ — and as I did not reply, crushed as 
I was at being unable to escape from the insult of 
such pretensions and the cruel humiliation of hearing 
them uttered, this hateful man added, thinking, doubt- 
less, that I was hesitating, *And why should you not 
decide at once ? Do you need twenty-four hours to 
recognize the only reasonable course there is to take, 
and to reply to the love of a gallant man who is still 
young and rich enough to give you, in another coun- 
try, a prettier dwelling than this wretched fortress ? ' 

" As he said this, the vile recruiter came towards 
me and seemed, with his awkward and impudent air, 
to wish to bar my road and take my hands. I ran 
towards an embrasure of the tower, determined to 
throw myself into the moat, rather than let myself be 
defiled by the most insignificant of his caresses. But 
at that moment a strange sight met my eyes, and I 
hastened to call the adjutant's attention to it, in order 
to divert it from myself. It was my salvation, but, 
alas ! it nearly cost the life of a being who is, perhaps, 
worth more than I. 

" On the lofty rampart which is on the other side of 
the moat, a figure which seemed gigantic was running 
or rather flying over the rampart with a rapidity and a 
skill which appeared supernatural. When the phan- 
tom reached the end of the rampart, which is flanked 
by a tower at either end, it sprang upon the roof of 
the tower, which was on a level with the balustrade, 
and, climbing this steep cone with the lightness of a 
cat, seemed to disappear in the air. 
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" 'What the devil is that? ' cried the adjutant, for- 
getting his role as a gallant, and resuming his anxiety 
as a jailer. ' May the devil take me, it is a prisoner 
escaping 1 Sentry ! ' cried he in a stentorian voice, 
' look out for yourself ! • Then, running to an em- 
brasure where there hung an alarm bell, he began 
to ring it with a force worthy of so remarkable a pro- 
fessor of infernal music. I have never heard any- 
thing more mournful than this tocsin, breaking in with 
its hoarse, sharp voice upon the majestic silence of the 
night. It was the savage cry of violence and brutal- 
ity troubling the harmony of the free respiration of 
the wave and the breeze. In a moment all was ex- 
citement in the prison. I heard the ominous sound 
of muskets rattling in the hands of sentinels who 
cocked them and aimed at random at the first objects 
they saw. The esplanade was illumined by a red light 
which eclipsed the beautiful blue rays of the moon. 
It was a beacon, lighted by Herr Schwartz. Signals 
replied to each other from rampart to rampart, and 
echo repeated them in a faint, plaintive voice. The 
alarm-gun soon added its solemn and terrible note to 
this diabolical symphony. Heavy steps sounded upon 
the pavement. I saw nothing ; but I heard all these 
voices, and my heart was oppressed with dread. 
Mayer had left me hastily ; but I no longer thought 
of rejoicing at being rid of him ; I reproached my- 
self bitterly for having called his attention to the es- 
cape of some unhappy prisoner, without knowing 
what it was. Frozen with horror, I awaited the end 
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of the adventure, shuddering at every shot, and listen- 
ing anxiously for the cries of the fugitive, which might 
proclaim his destruction. 

"All this lasted more than an hour; and, thank 
Heaven ! the fugitive was neither seen nor caught. 
To learn about this I had joined the Schwartzes upon 
the esplanade. They were themselves so troubled and 
excited that they never thought of being surprised at 
seeing me out of my cell in the middle of the night. 
Perhaps, too, they had agreed with Mayer to let me 
out that night. Schwartz, after running about like a 
madman and making sure that none of the prisoners 
intrusted to his charge were missing, began to be a 
little calmer ; but he and his wife were stricken with 
a painful consternation, as if the escape of a man was 
in their eyes a public and private calamity, an enor- 
mous crime against heavenly justice. The other 
warders and the frightened soldiers who went and 
came, exchanged with them words which expressed 
the same despair, the same terror ; in their eyes an 
attempt to escape is apparently the blackest of crimes. 
O God of goodness ! How frightful I thought these 
mercenaries, devoted to the barbarous occupation of 
depriving their fellow-creatures of the sacred right of 
being free I But suddenly it seemed that supreme 
equity had resolved to inflict an exemplary punish- 
ment upon my two jailers. Frau Schwartz, having 
gone for an instant into her den, came out again 
screaming. 

" ' Gottlieb ! Gottlieb I ' she said in a choking 
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voice. ' Stop 1 Do not fire ! Do not kill my son ! It 
is he, it is certainly he \ * 

" Amid the agitation of the two Schwartzes, I un- 
derstood from their disconnected words that Gottlieb 
was neither in his bed nor in any corner of their 
apartment, and that he had probably assumed, without 
their knowing it, his old habit of wandering asleep 
upon the roofs. Gottlieb was a somnambulist. 

" As soon as this news had spread through the citadel, 
the excitement grew calm little by little. Every turn- 
key had had time to make his round and assure him- 
self that no prisoner had disappeared. Every one 
returned to his post unconcernedly. The officers 
were enchanted at this outcome ; the soldiers laughed 
at their alarm ; Frau Schwartz, beside herself, ran in 
every direction, and her husband searched sadly in 
the moat, fearing that the noise of the cannon and 
the muskets might have caused poor Gottlieb to fall, 
having waked him suddenly in his perilous walk. I 
accompanied him in this exploration. It was a good 
time, perhaps, to try to escape myself, for it seemed 
to me that I saw the doors open and the guards inat- 
tentive ; but I did not follow up this idea, absorbed as 
I was by that of finding the poor invalid who had 
shown me so much affection. 

" However, Herr Schwartz, who never wholly loses 
his head, seeing that day was about to break, begged 
me to return to my room, as it was altogether contrary 
to his orders to allow me to wander about in this way 
at improper hours. He came back with me in order 
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to lock me in, but the first thing which met my eyes 
when I entered my room was Gottlieb, peacefully 
asleep in my arm-chair. He had happily taken refuge 
there before the alarm had become general in the 
fortress, or else his sleep had been so sound and his 
speed so great that he had been able to escape every 
danger. I advised his father not to awaken him sud- 
denly, and promised to watch over him until Frau 
Schwartz had been informed of this good news. 

"When I was alone with Gottlieb I placed my hand 
gently upon his shoulder, and speaking to him in a 
low voice endeavoured to question him. I had heard 
it said that somnambulists can be placed in sympathy 
with friendly persons, and reply to them clearly. My 
experiment succeeded to perfection. 

"' Gottlieb/ said I, 'where have you been this 
evening? ' 

"'This evening? ' he replied; 'is it already even- 
ing? I thought I saw the morning sun upon the 
roofs.' 

" ' Have you been on the roofs? ' 

" * Certainly. The redbreast, that good little angel, 
came to my window to call me ; I flew away with him, 
and we have been very high, very far in the sky, near 
the stars and the dwelling of the angels. As we set 
out we met Beelzebub running about on the roofs and 
the parapets to catch us. But he cannot fly ; because 
God has condemned him to a long penance, and he 
watches the angels and birds fly without being able to 
catch them.' 
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" ' And yet, after having been in the clouds, you 
came back here? ' 

" ' The redbreast said, " Let us go and see my sister 
who is ill," and I came back here to find you in your 
cell.' 

"'Then you could enter my cell, Gottlieb?' 

" ' Certainly, I have been here several times to sit 
up with you since you have been ill. The redbreast 
steals the keys from under my mother's pillow, and 
Beelzebub cannot prevent it; he cannot wake up 
when once the angel has put him to sleep by flying 
invisible about his head.' 

" ' Who taught you to know angels and demons so 
well?' 

" ' My master,' replied the somnambulist, with a 
childish smile in which was depicted a naive enthu- 
siasm. 

" ' And who is your master? ' I asked. 

" ' God first, and then — the sublime shoemaker.' 

" ' What is he called, this sublime shoemaker ? ' 

" ' Oh ! it is a great name. But I must not speak 
it, for it is a name which my mother does not know. 
She is not aware that I have two books in the hole in 
the fireplace, — one which I do not read, the other 
which I have pored over for four years, and which is 
my bread of heaven, my spiritual life, the book of 
truth, the salvation and light of the soul.' 

" x And who wrote this book ? ' 

" ' He, the shoemaker of Gorlitz, Jacobus Boehme.' 

" Here we were interrupted by the arrival of Frau 
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Schwartz, whom I with great difficulty restrained from 
throwing herself upon her son to embrace him. This 
woman adores her son ; may her sins be forgiven her ! 
She wished to speak to him; but Gottlieb did not 
hear her, and I alone could persuade him to return to 
his bed, where, they tell me this morning, he peace- 
fully continued his sleep. He did not know that any- 
thing had happened, although his disease and the 
alarm are to-day the talk of all Spandau. 

"Here I am back in my room after a few hours of 
very painful and disturbed half-liberty. I do not 
wish to go out again at such a price. Yet, perhaps, I 
could have escaped ! I shall think only of that, now 
that I feel myself in the hands of a villain, and 
threatened with danger worse than death, worse than 
an eternal suffering. I shall think seriously of it 
henceforth, and — who knows? — perhaps I shall suc- 
ceed. They say that a persevering will can accomplish 
anything. O God, protect me I 

" May jth. — Since these last events I have lived 
quietly enough. I have come to count my days of 
peace as days of happiness, and to thank God for 
them as in prosperity one thanks Him for years passed 
without disaster. It is certain that one must know 
misfortune in order to lay aside the apathetic ingrati- 
tude in which we ordinarily live. I now reproach 
myself for having allowed so many bright days in my 
careless youth to pass without feeling the value of 
them, and without blessing the Providence which 
granted them to me. I did not say to myself often 



Digitized 



by Google 



328 THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 

enough at that time that I did not deserve them, and 
it is for that reason, no doubt, that I in some measure 
merit the misfortunes by which I am overwhelmed 
to-day. 

" I have not again seen that odious recruiter, who 
has become more frightful to me than he was on the 
banks of the Moldau, when I thought him simply an 
ogre, a devourer of children. Now I see in him a 
still more abominable and dangerous persecutor. 
When I think of this villain's revolting proposition, 
the power which he holds about me, and the ease 
with which he could enter my cell at night without 
the Schwartzes, servile and sordid animals, being 
willing, perhaps, to protect me from him, I feel ready 
to die of shame and despair. I look at these pitiless 
bars which prevent me from throwing myself from 
the window. I cannot obtain poison, I have not even 
a knife to plunge into my breast. Yet I have some 
reasons for hope and confidence, which I take pleasure 
in calling up in my mind. In the first place, Schwartz 
does not like the adjutant, who, as I can see, is be- 
forehand with him in taking advantage of the needs 
and desires of the prisoners, selling them, to the great 
injury of the Schwartzes, who would like to have a 
monopoly, a little air, a ray of sunshine, a bit of 
bread in excess of the ration, and other luxuries of 
prison life. Then these Schwartzes, and especially 
the woman, are beginning to have a friendship for me, 
because of that which Gottlieb feels for me, and the 
healthful influence which they say that I exert upon 
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his mind. If I were threatened, they might not, 
perhaps, come to my help ; but if I am seriously 
menaced, I might cause my complaint to reach the 
commandant of the fortress through them. This 
man appeared to me mild and humane, the only time 
I saw him. Besides, Gottlieb will be quick to render 
me this service, and, without explaining anything to 
him, I have already made an arrangement with him 
for this purpose. He is ready to carry a letter which 
I also have ready. But I hesitate to ask aid before 
the danger ; for if my enemy ceases to torment me 
he could turn off as a jest a declaration which I should 
have had the ridiculous prudery to take seriously. 
But, at any rate, I sleep with one eye open, and am 
exercising my physical strength for a struggle, if need 
be. I lift my furniture, stiffen my arms against the 
iron bars of my window, and harden my hands by 
striking them against the walls. Any one who should 
see me performing these exercises would think me 
mad or in despair. Yet I devote myself to them with 
the saddest coolness, and I have discovered that my 
physical strength is much greater than I thought. In 
the condition of safety in which our ordinary life 
passes, we do not examine our means of defence, we 
do not know them. Feeling myself strong, I feel that 
I am becoming brave, and my confidence in God is 
increased by my efforts to second His protection. I 
often recollect those beautiful verses which Porpora 
told me that he had read upon the walls of a dungeon 
in the Inquisition at Venice : — 
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" ' Di che mi fido, mi guarda Iddio; 



Di che non mi fido, mi guardero io. 



»i 



" Happier than the unfortunate being who wrote this 
gloomy prayer, I can, at least, trust unreservedly in 
the chastity and devotion of that poor enthusiast, 
Gottlieb. His attacks of somnambulism have not 
returned, and, besides, his mother watches him care- 
fully. During the day he comes to talk to me in my 
room. I have not been willing to go down upon the 
platform since I met Mayer there. 

" Gottlieb has explained to me his religious beliefs. 
They seemed to me very beautiful, though often odd, 
and I wished to read his book of theology by Boehme, 
— since he clearly is a Boehmist, — that I might 
know what he added of his own invention to the mys- 
tical visions of the illustrious shoemaker. He lent 
me this precious book, and I plunged into it bravely. 
I now understand how reading it has disturbed a 
simple mind which took literally the figures of a 
mystic who was a little mad himself. I do not pro- 
fess to understand or explain them very well ; but I 
thought I saw in them a ray of lofty religious divina- 
tion and the inspiration of a generous poetry. What 
struck me most was his theory about the devil. ' In 
the combat with Lucifer, God did not destroy him. 
O blind man I you do not see the reason why. It was 
because God was fighting against God. It was the 
struggle of one portion of the divinity against the 

1 " Heaven protect me from those I trust, 
I'll protect myself from those I mistrust." 
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other.' I recollect that Albert explained in almost 
the same way the temporary reign of the principle of 
evil upon earth, and that the chaplain of Riesenburg 
listened to him with horror, and called this belief 
Manicheism. Albert asserted that our Christianity was 
a more complete and more superstitious Manicheism 
than his own, because it taught the principle of the 
eternity of evil, while in his system he admitted the 
rehabilitation of the evil principle, that is to say, con- 
version and reconciliation. Evil, according to Albert, 
was only error, and the divine light was one day to 
dissipate error, and put an end to evil. I confess, 
dear friends, at the risk of seeming very heretical to 
you, that this eternal condemnation of Satan to excit- 
ing evil, to loving it, and to closing his eyes to truth, 
appeared to me also, and still appears to me, an im- 
pious thought. 

" However, Jacobus Boehme seems to me a millena- 
rian, that is, a believer in the resurrection of the just 
and their life with Christ upon a new earth, born of 
the dissolution of this one, during a thousand years of 
cloudless happiness and undimmed wisdom; after 
which will come the complete reunion of our souls 
with God, and the rewards of eternity, still more per- 
fect than the millennium. I recollect hearing Count 
Albert explain this figure when he was telling me 
the stormy history of his old Bohemia and his dear 
Taborites, who were filled with these beliefs, revived 
from the earliest times of Christianity. Albert be- 
lieved in all this in a less material sense, and without 
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expressing any opinion about the duration of the 
resurrection, or about the length of the future age of 
the world. But he felt and saw prophetically an 
approaching dissolution of human society, which was 
to give place to an era of sublime renovation ; and 
Albert did not doubt that his soul, escaping from the 
temporary embrace of death, to begin here below a 
new series of existences, would be called to contem- 
plate this providential remuneration and these days, 
by turns terrible and magnificent, promised to the 
efforts of the human race. This exalted belief, which 
appeared monstrous to the orthodox church people of 
Riesenburg, and which has become mine, after at first 
seeming to me so new and strange, is a faith of all 
ages and all races ; and in spite of the efforts to 
stifle it, of the Roman Church, or in spite of its ina- 
bility to throw light upon it and purify it of its material 
and superstitious sense, I see that it has filled and in- 
spired many ardently enthusiastic souls. They even 
say that great saints have enjoyed it. I therefore 
yield myself to it without remorse or fear, being cer- 
tain that an idea adopted by Albert can only be a 
great idea. Besides, it seems beautiful to me, and 
sheds a heavenly poetry over my thoughts of death 
and the sufferings which will doubtless usher me into 
it. This Jacobus Boehme pleases me. This disciple 
who is there in the Schwartzes' kitchen, filled with 
sublime fancies and surrounded by heavenly visions, 
while his parents are toiling, huckstering, and besot- 
ting themselves, seems to me very pure and touching 
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with his book which he knows by heart without clearly 
understanding it, and his shoe which he began that 
he might model his life on that of his master, without 
being able to finish it. Infirm in body and mind, but 
simple, honest, and of angelic morals ! Poor Gottlieb ! 
destined, doubtless, to be crushed by falling from a 
rampart in your imaginary flight through the sky, or 
to sink beneath the weight of premature infirmities I 
You will have passed through life like a misunderstood 
saint, like an exiled angel, without having compre- 
hended evil, without having known happiness, without 
even having felt the warmth of the sun which light- 
ens the world, so much will you have gazed upon the 
mystic sun which shines in your mind 1 No one will 
have known you, no one will have pitied and ad- 
mired you as you deserve ! And I, who alone have 
learned the secret of your meditations, I who, also 
comprehending ideal beauty, would have had the 
strength to seek and realize it in my life, I shall die 
like you in the flower of my youth, without having 
accomplished anything, without having lived. In the 
crevices of these walls which shelter and devour us 
both, there are poor little plants which the wind 
breaks and the sun never colours. They dry up with- 
out blossoming. Still, they seem to be renewed ; but 
it is from seeds which the wind brings from a distance 
to the same spots, and which strive to grow and live 
upon the dead bodies of the old ones. So captives 
vegetate, so dungeons are repeopled. 

" But is it not strange that I find myself here with 
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an enthusiast of an order inferior to Albert's, but 
attached like him to a secret religion, to a belief 
which is derided, persecuted or despised ? Gottlieb 
asserts that there are many Boehmists besides himself 
in this country, that a number of shoemakers profess 
his doctrines openly, and that the basis of this doc- 
trine has been implanted from all time in the souls of 
numberless and unknown popular philosophers and 
prophets, who in old days made Bohemia fanatic, and 
who now keep a sacred fire smouldering beneath the 
ashes throughout all Germany. Indeed, I recollect 
the fiery Hussite shoemakers of whose bold teaching 
and terrible exploits In the time of John Ziska, Al- 
bert told me. The very name of Jacobus Boehme 
attests this glorious origin. I do not know very well 
what goes on in these contemplative brains of patient 
Germany. My exciting and busy life has kept me 
from such a study. But were Gottlieb and Zdenko 
the last disciples of a religion which Albert preserved 
as a precious talisman, I none the less feel that this 
religion is my own, since it proclaims the future 
equality of all men and the future manifestation upon 
earth of the justice and goodness of God. Oh, yes, 
I must believe in this reign of God proclaimed by 
Christ ; I must count upon the overthrow of these 
iniquitous monarchies and these impure societies, 
not to doubt Providence when I see myself here. 

" No news from Prisoner No. 2. If Mayer did 
not tell me an impudent falsehood when he repeated 
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her words, it is Amelia of Prussia who thus accuses 
me of treason. May God forgive her for doubting 
me, who never doubted her in spite of the same 
accusations in regard to her. I will make no effort 
to see her. By trying to justify myself, I might com- 
promise her still more, as I have already done with- 
out knowing how. 

"My redbreast keeps me company faithfully. 
Seeing Gottlieb in my cell without his cat, it has 
become accustomed to him, and poor Gottlieb is 
nearly mad with pride and joy. He calls it My 
Lord. He feeds it with profound respect and a 
sort of religious veneration. I make vain efforts to 
persuade him that it is only a bird, like the rest ; I 
cannot deprive him of the idea that it is a heavenly 
spirit which has taken this form. I try to divert him 
by giving him some notions of music, and he really 
has, I am sure, a fine musical intelligence. His 
parents are enchanted at my efforts, and have offered 
to have a spinet placed in one of their rooms where 
I can give lessons to their son and work myself. 
But I no longer dare to accept this proposition, 
which would have filled me with joy a few days ago ; 
I dare not even sing in my cell, I am so afraid of 
attracting that brutal music-lover, that ex- teacher 
of the trumpet, whom may God confound. 

" May 10th. — For a long time I have been 
wondering what had become of those unknown 
friends, those marvellous protectors, who, according 
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to Count Saint Germain, were about to intervene in 
my affairs, and who apparently meddled with them 
only to hasten the disasters with which the royal good- 
will threatened me. If they were the conspirators 
whose punishment I share, they were dispersed and 
crushed, I thought, at the same time I was arrested, 
or else they abandoned me upon my refusal to 
escape from the clutches of Herr Buddenbrock the 
day I was brought from Berlin to Spandau. Well, 
now they have reappeared and have taken Gottlieb 
for their messenger. How rash they are ! Heaven 
grant that they may not draw down upon his innocent 
head the same evils that have come upon mine. 

"This morning Gottlieb furtively brought me a 
note worded as follows: — 

"'We are working for your deliverance; the 
moment is approaching. But a new danger threat- 
ens you, which would retard the success of our enter- 
prise. Beware of any one who urges you to flight 
before we have given you certain information and 
precise details. A snare is being laid for you. Be 
on your guard, and persevere in your strength. 
" ' Your brothers, 

"'The Invisibles.' 

" This note fell at Gottlieb's feet this morning as 
he was crossing one of the courts of the prison. 
He firmly believes that it fell from heaven, and that 
the redbreast had something to do with it. By 
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making him talk without trying too much to con- 
trovert his fantastical ideas, I was able to learn some 
strange things, which have, perhaps, a basis of truth. 
I asked him if he knew what the Invisibles were. 

" ' Nobody knows,' he replied, € though every one 
pretends to know.' 

"'What, Gottlieb, you have heard of people who 
call themselves thus? ' 

" ' When I was in apprenticeship to the shoemaker 
in the city, I heard a great deal about them.' 

" ' Then they talk about them ? People know 
them?' 

" ' This is how it came to my ears, and of all the 
words that I heard these are of the small number 
which were worth the trouble of listening to and re- 
membering. A poor workman, one of our comrades, 
had hurt his hand so seriously that there was some 
talk of amputating it. He was the only support of 
a large family which he had assisted until then with 
great courage and affection. He came to see us 
with his hand bandaged, and said sadly, as he watched 
us working, "You are very happy to have your 
hands free. As for me, I am afraid that I shall soon 
have to go to the hospital, and that my old mother 
will have to ask alms to keep my little brothers and 
sisters from starving." A collection was proposed, 
but we were all so poor, and I, though the son of 
rich parents, had so little money at my disposal, 
that we could not collect enough to help our poor 
comrade substantially. Every one, after emptying 
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his pockets, sought in his brains for a means of help- 
ing Franz out of his cruel position. But no one 
could think of anything, for Franz had knocked at 
every door and had been repulsed everywhere. They 
say that the king is very rich, and that his father left 
him great wealth. But they also say that he uses it 
to equip soldiers ; and as it was in war time, and 
the king was absent, and every one was afraid of 
being in want, the poor people suffered greatly, and 
Franz could not find sufficient help from kind hearts. 
As for bad hearts, they never have a farthing to 
spare. Suddenly a young man in the shop said to 
Franz, " I know what I would do in your place ; but 
perhaps you will not have the courage." — "It is 
not courage that I lack," said Franz ; " what must I 
do? " — "Apply to the Invisibles." — Franz appeared 
to understand what was alluded to, for he shook his 
head with an expression of repugnance and said 
nothing. Some young men who, like me, did not 
know what it meant, asked an explanation, and were 
answered on every side, "You do not know the 
Invisibles? It is evident that you are children. The 
Invisibles are people whom no one sees, but who act. 
They do all sorts of good and all sorts of evil. No 
one knows whether they live anywhere, but there are 
some of them everywhere. They say that they are 
found in all parts of the world. It is they who 
murder many travellers, and who help many others 
against brigands, as these travellers are considered 
by them worthy of punishment or protection. They 
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are the instigators of all revolutions ; they go into all 
courts, direct all affairs, decide upon peace or war, 
ransom prisoners, succour the unfortunate, punish the 
wicked, cause kings to tremble upon their thrones; 
in short, they are the cause of all the good or ill 
fortune which happens in the world. They are, per- 
haps, occasionally mistaken, but it is said that their 
intentions are, after all, good ; and besides, who can 
say whether what is a misfortune to-day will not be 
the cause of great good to-morrow?" 

"'We listened to all this with vast astonishment 
and admiration/ continued Gottlieb, ' and by degrees 
I heard enough to be able to tell you what is thought 
of the Invisibles by workmen and the poor, ignorant 
populace. Some say that they are wicked people, 
given up to the devil, who lends them his power, the 
gift of knowing things which are concealed, the 
ability to tempt men by the bait of the wealth and 
honours of which they can dispose, the faculty of 
knowing the future, of making gold, of curing the 
sick, of rejuvenating the old, of raising the dead, of 
preventing the living from dying, — for it is they who 
have discovered the philosopher's stone and the 
elixir of life. Others think that they are religious 
and beneficent men who have put their fortunes in 
common to help the unfortunate, and who are in 
league to right wrongs and to reward virtue. In our 
shop every one had a different explanation : " It is 
the Ancient Order of Templars," said one. " They 
are now called Freemasons," said another. " No," 
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said a third, " they are the Herrenhuters of Zinzen- 
dorf, otherwise known as the Moravian Brothers, the 
old Brothers of the Union, the Ancient Orphans of 
Mount Tabor ; in short, it is old Bohemia, which is 
still on foot, and which secretly threatens all the 
powers of Europe, because it wishes to make a re- 
public of the universe." 

" ' Still others asserted that they were only a hand- 
ful of adventurers, pupils and disciples of Paracelsus, 
Boehrne, Swedenborg, and now of Schropfer, the 
lemonade-seller (what a company !), who wished to 
govern the world and overthrow empires by miracles 
and infernal practices. The greater part united in 
saying that it was the ancient secret tribunal of the 
Vehmegericht, which had never been broken up in 
Germany, and which, after working in the dark for 
several centuries, was now beginning to raise its head 
proudly and to cause people to feel its arm of iron, 
its sword of fire, and its scales of diamond. 

"'As for Franz, he hesitated to apply to them, 
because it was said that when one had accepted 
benefits from them, one was bound to them for this 
life and the next, to the great danger of his salvation 
and with great risk to his family. Still, necessity got 
the better of fear. One of our comrades, he who had 
given the advice, and who was strongly suspected of 
being affiliated with the Invisibles, although he 
vigorously denied it, gave him secretly the means of 
making what he termed the signal of distress. We 
never knew of what that signal consisted. Some said 
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that Franz had traced a cabalistic sign upon a door 
with his blood, others that he had gone at midnight 
to a cross-road on a hill to the foot of a cross, where 
a horseman in black appeared to him. Others spoke 
simply of a letter which he had placed in the hollow 
of an old weeping- willow at the gate of a graveyard. 
What is certain is, that he was assisted, that his 
family was able to await his cure without begging, 
and that he had means with which to obtain treat- 
ment from a skilful surgeon who cured him. He 
never said a word about the Invisibles, except that he 
would bless them all his life. And that, sister, is how 
I first learned of the existence of these terrible and 
beneficent beings.' 

"'But you are better taught than these young 
fellows in your shop/ I said to Gottlieb ; ' what do 
you think yourself of these Invisibles? Are they 
sectaries, charlatans, or conspirators ? ' 

" Here Gottlieb, who had so far expressed himself 
with perfect clearness, fell back into his customary 
wanderings, and I could get nothing from him but 
that they were beings of a really invisible, impalpable 
nature, and that, like God and the angels, they could 
not be apprehended by the senses except by borrow- 
ing certain appearances in order to communicate with 
men. 

" ' It is very evident,' said he, ' that the end of the 
world is approaching. Manifest signs have appeared. 
Antichrist is bora. Some say that he is in Prussia, 
and that his name is Voltaire, and it may very likely 
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be some one else, especially as V is not W, and the 
name that Antichrist will bear among men will begin 
with that letter and will be German 1 * While await- 
ing the great prodigies which are to appear during 
the course of this century, God, who interferes in 
nothing openly, God, who is eternal silence* raises up 
among us beings of a nature superior for good and 
evil, occult powers, angels and demons, some to try 
the just, others to cause them to triumph. And then 
the great combat between the two principles is al- 
ready begun. The king of evil, the father of error 
and ignorance, defends himself in vain. Archangels 
have strung the bow of knowledge and truth. Their 
arrows have pierced Satan's cuirass. Satan still roars 
and struggles; but he will soon give up falsehood, 
lose all his venom, and feel the dew of pardon 
circulating in his veins, instead of the impure blood 
of reptiles. That is the clear and certain explanation 
of the incomprehensible and frightful things which are 
occurring in the world. Good and evil are in their 
death-struggle in a higher region inaccessible to men. 
Victory and defeat hover over us without its being 
possible for any one to fix them according to his will. 
Frederick of Prussia attributes to the strength of his 
arms the success which destiny alone accords him, 
until it shall break or raise him again in accordance 
with its hidden ends. Yes, I tell you that it is quite 
natural that men should not understand at all what is 

iThis might be Weishaupt. He was born in 1748. 
* An expression employed by Jacobus Boehme. 
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going on in the world. They see impiety taking the 
arms of faith, and conversely. They suffer from 
oppression, poverty, and all the scourges of discord, 
without their prayers being heard, without the mir- 
acles of the old time reappearing. They no longer 
agree upon anything ; they quarrel without knowing 
why. They walk blindfold toward an abyss. It is 
the Invisibles who urge them on ; but no one knows 
whether the miracles which mark their mission are 
from God or the devil, just as in the early days of 
Christianity Simon Magus appeared to many people 
quite as powerful and divine as Christ. But I tell 
you that all miracles come from God, since Satan 
cannot perform them without his permission, and 
that among those whom they call the Invisibles there 
are some who act by the direct light of the Holy 
Spirit, while others receive the power through a 
cloud, and inevitably do good when they intend to 
do evil.' 

"'That is a very abstract explanation, my dear 
Gottlieb ; is it Boehme's or your own? ' 

" ' It is his, if you wish to consider it so ; it is my 
own, if his inspiration did not suggest it to me.' 

" < Well, Gottlieb, I am no better off than before, 
since I do not know whether these Invisibles are good 
or bad angels for me.' 

"May 1 2th. — The miracles have indeed begun, 
and my fate is in the hands of the Invisibles. I 
shall say like Gottlieb, 'Are they of God or of 
the devil?' To-day Gottlieb was called by the 
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sentinel who guards the esplanade, and who has his 
beat on the little bastion which ends it. This sentinel, 
according to Gottlieb, is nothing less than an Invisible, 
a spirit. The proof of it is that Gottlieb, who knows 
all the sentries, and who willingly talks to them when 
they amuse themselves by ordering shoes of him, has 
never seen this one ; and besides, he appeared to him 
of superhuman stature, and his face wore an indefin- 
able expression. * Gottlieb/ said he, speaking to him 
in an undertone, ' Porporina must be set free three 
nights from now. It depends upon you; you can 
take the keys of her room from under your mother's 
pillow, bring her through your kitchen and fetch her 
here to the end of the esplanade. From here I will 
take charge of the rest. Notify her in order that she 
may be ready, and recollect that if you are wanting 
in zeal or prudence, she, you and I are lost.' 

" That is all I know. This news has made me ill 
from excitement. All night I have had a fever ; all 
night I have heard the fantastic violin. To fly ! To 
leave this sad prison, above all, to escape from the 
terror which this Mayer causes me. Ah 1 if I need 
risk only my life for that, I am ready ; but what will 
be the consequences of my flight for Gottlieb, for 
this sentinel whom I do not know, and who devotes 
himself so freely, and finally for these unknown ac- 
complices, who are about to assume a new charge? 
I tremble, I hesitate, I have decided upon nothing. 
I am writing you again without thinking of preparing 
for flight. No ! I will not fly, unless I am reassured 
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about the fate of my friends and protectors. This 
poor Gottlieb is resolved for everything. When I ask 
him if he does not dread anything, he replies that he 
would gladly suffer martyrdom for me ; and when I 
add that perhaps he will regret not seeing me any 
more, he replies that it is his business, and that I do 
not know what he intends to do. Besides, it all 
appears to him an order from Heaven, and he obeys 
without reflection the unknown power which urges 
him on. But I attentively read over the notes from 
the Invisibles which I have received during these 
last few days, and I dread lest the warning of this 
sentry may be the snare which I am to avoid. I have 
still forty-eight hours before me. If Mayer reap- 
pears, I will risk everything ; if he continues to for- 
get me, and I have no better guarantee than the 
message from the unknown sentry, I shall remain. 

"May 13th. — Oh ! now, certainly, I will trust in 
fete, in Providence, which sends me unhoped-for aid. 
I will go, I will lean upon the strong arm which covers 
me with its buckler ! Walking this morning on the 
esplanade, whither I ventured in the hope of receiving 
some new revelation from the spirits about me, I 
looked at the bastion where the sentry stands. There 
were two of them, one mounting guard, with his 
gun on his shoulder, and another walking about as 
if in search of something. The tall figure of the 
latter attracted my attention ; it seemed to me that 
he was not unknown to me. But I could only look at 
him by stealth, and when I turned in my walk I had 
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to turn my back to him. At last, as I was going 
towards him, he also came towards us, as if by 
chance ; and although he was upon a much higher 
glacis than ours, I recognized him completely. I 
nearly uttered a cry. It was Karl the Bohemian, the 
deserter whom I saved from the clutches of Mayer in 
the Boehmerwald ; the Karl whom I saw afterwards 
at Roswald in Moravia, at Count Hoditz's, and who 
gave up for my sake a terrible project of revenge. It 
is a man who is devoted to me, body and soul, and 
whose wild face, with its flat nose, red beard and pale 
blue eyes, seemed to me to-day as handsome as the 
features of the Archangel Gabriel. 

" ' It is he/ said Gottlieb in a low tone ; * it is the 
messenger of the Invisibles, an Invisible himself, I 
am sure ! At least, he would be if he chose. It is 
your liberator ; it is he who will enable you to leave 
here to-morrow night.' 

" My heart beat so hard that I could scarcely stand 
up; tears of joy fell from my eyes. To hide my 
emotion from the other sentry, I went away from the 
bastion and approached the parapet and pretended 
to look at the grass in the moat. Yet I could see 
Karl and Gottlieb exchanging, without too much mys- 
tery, a few words which I could not hear. After a 
few minutes Gottlieb came back to me and said 
rapidly : — 

" * He is coming down here ; he is going into our 
house to drink a bottle of wine. Pretend not to 
notice him. My father has gone out. While my 
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mother goes to the canteen for the wine, you will re- 
turn to the kitchen, as if to go back to your cell, and 
you will be able to speak to him for a moment.' 

"When Karl had talked for a few minutes with 
Frau Schwartz, who does not disdain to turn an honest 
penny by serving the veterans in the citadel, I saw 
Gottlieb appear at the door. I understood that it 
was the signal. I went in and found myself alone 
with Karl. Gottlieb had accompanied his mother to 
the canteen. Poor lad ! Friendship seems suddenly 
to have revealed to him the adroitness and presence 
of mind necessary to the accomplishment of reali- 
ties. He purposely blundered, dropped the candle, 
irritated his mother, and kept her long enough for me 
to come to an understanding with my preserver. 

" ' Signora/ said Karl, ' here I am ! and here you 
are at last ! I was taken again by the recruiters ; it 
was my fate. But the king knew me and pardoned 
me, perhaps for your sake. Then he allowed me to 
go, and even promised me some money, which he did 
not give me, however. I was going home again when 
I learned that you were here. I went to find a 
famous sorcerer to know what I must do to serve you. 
The sorcerer sent me to Prince Henry, and Prince 
Henry sent me back to Spandau. There are about 
us powerful people whom I do not know, but who are 
working for you. They are sparing neither money 
nor efforts, I assure you. Everything is at last 
ready. To-morrow evening the gates will open be- 
fore us of their own accord. All who could intercept 
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our passage are gained. There is no one but the 
Schwartzes who is not in our interest. But to-morrow 
they will sleep more soundly than usual, and when 
they awake you will be already far away. We will 
carry off Gottlieb, who wishes to accompany you. I 
depart with you ; we risk nothing, everything is pro- 
vided for. Be ready, signora, and now go back to the 
esplanade, that the old woman may not find you here.' 

" I expressed my gratitude to Karl only by tears, 
and I hastened to hide them from the searching eye 
of Frau Schwartz. 

" O my friends ! then I shall see you again ! I shall 
press you in my arms ! I shall escape once more 
from the frightful Mayer ! I shall see the open sky, the 
smiling landscape, Venice, Italy ! I shall sing again, I 
shall find love 1 Oh 1 this prison has renewed my life 
and revived my heart, which was dying out in the lan- 
guor of indifference ! How I shall live, how I shall 
love, how pious and good I shall be ! 

" And yet — what a profound enigma is the human 
heart 1 I feel terrified and almost sad at the idea 
of leaving this cell, where I have spent three months 
in a constant effort to be brave and resigned; this 
esplanade, which has witnessed so many melancholy 
reveries; these old walls, which appear so high, so 
cold, so serene in the moonlight ! And this great 
moat, the gloomy waters of which were such a beauti- 
ful green, and these thousands of sad flowers which 
the springtime had sprinkled upon its borders 1 And 
above all, my redbreast ! Gottlieb insists that it will 
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follow us ; but at that hour it will be asleep in the 
ivy, and will not perceive our departure. O dear 
little creature ! may you be the companion and con- 
solation of her who will succeed me in this cell ! 
May she respect and care for you as I have ! 

" Come ! I will try to sleep, that I may be strong 
and calm to-morrow. I will now seal this manu- 
script which I wish to take away. I have procured 
through Gottlieb a new supply of paper, pencils and 
candles, which I will leave in my hiding-place, that 
these things, inestimable riches to prisoners, may give 
happiness to some one else after me." 

Here Consuelo's journal ended. We will resume 
the truthful narrative of her adventures. 

It is necessary to inform the reader that Karl had 
not boasted falsely of being aided and employed by 
powerful persons. These invisible knights, who were 
labouring for our heroine's deliverance, had spent 
money lavishly. Several turnkeys, eight or ten veter- 
ans, and even an officer, had engaged to remain quiet, 
to see nothing, and, in case of alarm, to pursue the 
fugitives only for form's sake. On the evening ap- 
pointed for the escape, Karl had supped with the 
Schwartzes, and pretending to be drunk, had invited 
them to drink. Frau Schwartz was a thirsty soul, 
like most women who are votaries of the culinary art. 
Her husband did not hate the brandy of his canteen 
when he absorbed it at the expense of some one else. 
A narcotic drug, furtively introduced into the bottle 
by Karl, assisted the effect of this powerful beverage. 
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The Schwartzes had difficulty in reaching their bed, 
and snored there so loudly that Gottlieb, who at- 
tributed everything to supernatural influences, did not 
fail to believe them enchanted when he approached 
them to take the keys. Karl had returned to his 
post on the bastion. Consuelo reached this spot with 
Gottlieb without difficulty, and bravely mounted the 
rope ladder which the deserter threw her. But poor 
Gottlieb, who insisted on flying with her, in spite of 
all her remonstrances, became a great embarrassment 
at this point. He who in his attacks of somnam- 
bulism could run like a cat over the roofs, was not 
able to make three steps quickly upon the most level 
ground when he was awake. Sustained by the con- 
viction that he was following a messenger from 
heaven, he felt no fear, and would unhesitatingly have 
thrown himself down from the top of the ramparts if 
Karl had advised it. But his audacious confidence 
added to the dangers of his awkwardness. He 
climbed at a venture, disdaining to see or calculate 
anything. After causing Consuelo to shudder twenty 
times because she thought him lost, he reached the 
top of the bastion, and from there our fugitives went 
through the corridors of that part of the fortress in 
which lived the employes who knew of their plot. 
They were going on without obstacles when suddenly 
they found themselves face to face with the adjutant, 
Nanteuil, otherwise known as the ex-recruiter, Mayer. 
Consuelo thought herself lost ; but Karl prevented 
her from taking to flight by saying : — 
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"Fear nothing, signora; the adjutant is in your 
interest." 

"Stop here/' said Nanteuil hastily; "there is a 
hitch. Adjutant Weber took a notion to come to 
take supper in our quarters with that old imbecile of 
a lieutenant. They are in the hall through which 
you must pass. We must find a way to get rid of 
them. Karl, go back to your post; your absence 
might be noticed too soon. I will go and find you 
when it is time. The signora will go into my room. 
Gottlieb will come with me. I will pretend that he 
is walking in his sleep ; our two fools will run after 
him to see him, and when the hall is empty I will 
take the key to prevent their coming back." 

Gottlieb, who did not know that he was a somnam- 
bulist, stared in astonishment ; but Karl, having made 
a sign to him to obey, he obeyed blindly. Consuelo 
felt an insurmountable aversion to entering Mayer's 
room. " What do you fear of that man ? " said Karl 
in a low voice. " He has too large a sum to gain to 
think of betraying you. His advice is good ; I will 
return to the bastion. Too much haste might ruin us." 

"Too much coolness and foresight may also ruin 
us," thought Consuelo. Nevertheless, she yielded. 
She had a weapon with her. In passing through 
Frau Schwartz's kitchen, she had picked up a small 
knife, the possession of which reassured her a little. 
She had given Karl her money and her papers, keep- 
ing only her crucifix, which she almost considered an 
amulet. 
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Mayer locked her in his room for greater safety, 
and went away with Gottlieb. At the end of ten 
minutes, which appeared a century to Consuelo, 
Mayer came back, and she observed with terror that 
he closed the door behind him and put the key in his 
pocket. 

" Signora," said he in Italian, " you have still half 
an hour to wait. The rascals are drunk, and will not 
rise till the clock strikes one, when the warder who 
has charge of this quarter will turn them out." 

" And what have you done with Gottlieb, sir? " 

"Your friend Gottlieb is safe behind a pile of 
fagots, where he may go to sleep ; but he will per- 
haps only walk all the better for that, to accompany 
you." 

" And you will notify Karl, will you not ? " 

" Unless I wish to have him hanged," replied the 
adjutant, with an expression which appeared dia- 
bolical to Consuelo, " I shall take good care not to 
leave him here. Are you satisfied with me, 
signora ? " 

" I am not in a position to show you my gratitude 
now, sir," replied Consuelo, with a coldness the 
disdain of which she in vain strove to conceal, 
"but I hope soon to reward you adequately." 

" Egad ! you can reward me at once " (Consuelo 
made a gesture of horror), "by showing me a little 
friendliness," said Mayer in a tone of clumsy and 
coarse cajolery. "Come, now, if I were not a 
passionate lover of music, and if you were not so 
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pretty a girl, I should be greatly to blame for thus fail- 
ing in my duty by aiding you to escape. Do you 
suppose that it is the desire for gain which has 
prompted me to this? Bah ! I am rich enough to 
get along without you people, and Prince Henry is 
not powerful enough to save me from the gallows or 
imprisonment for life, if I am discovered. In any 
case, my careless watch will entail my disgrace and 
my transfer to a less agreeable fortress, one farther 
from the capital. All that demands some consolation. 
Come, do not be so proud. You know that I am in 
love with you. I have a tender heart, but that is no 
reason why you should abuse my weakness ; you are 
not a nun, a bigot, the devil take it 1 You are a 
charming actress, and I will wager that you did not 
make your way at first without bestowing a little 
tenderness on your directors. Zounds! if you 
sang before Maria Theresa, as they say, you must 
have passed through Prince Kaunitz's boudoir. Here 
you are in a less splendid room; but I hold your 
liberty in my hands, and liberty is still more precious 
than an empress's favour." 

"Is that a threat, sir?" replied Consuelo, pale 
with indignation and disgust. 

" No, it is a prayer, lovely signora." 

" I hope that it is not a condition." 

" By no means ! Oh ! fie ! That would be an 
outrage," replied Mayer with impudent irony, ap- 
proaching Consuelo with open arms. 

Consuelo, appalled, fled to the other end of the 
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room. Mayer followed her. She saw that she was 
lost unless she sacrificed humanity to honour, and 
suddenly, inspired by the terrible pride of Spanish 
women, as she received the embrace of the vile 
Mayer, she drove the point of the knife into his 
breast Mayer was very stout, and the wound was 
not dangerous; but when he saw his blood flow, 
being as cowardly as he was sensual, he thought him- 
self dead, and fell fainting upon his bed, face down- 
ward, as he murmured, " I am assassinated ! I am 
lost ! " Consuelo thought that she had killed him, 
and nearly fainted herself. But after a few moments 
of silent terror she ventured to approach him, and 
seeing him motionless, picked up the key of the 
room, which he had dropped at his feet. She had 
hardly grasped it when she felt her courage return. 
She went out boldly and plunged at a venture into 
the galleries. She found all the doors open before 
her, and descended a staircase without knowing 
where it might lead her. But her knees quaked 
when she heard the alarm-bell ringing, and soon after, 
the rolling of a drum, and the cannon which had 
moved her so deeply on the night when Gottlieb's 
sleep-walking had caused an alarm. She fell upon 
her knees upon the lowest step, and, clasping her 
hands, prayed God for poor Gottlieb and the gen- 
erous Karl. Separated from them after allowing 
them to risk death for her, she no longer felt any 
strength or any desire to escape. Heavy, hasty steps 
sounded in her ears, the light of torches shone in her 
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frightened eyes, and she no longer knew what was 
real or the effect of her own delirium. She allowed 
herself to slip into a corner and completely lost 
consciousness. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

When Consuelo recovered consciousness, she ex- 
perienced a sensation of incomparable comfort, with- 
out being able to tell either where she was or the 
events which had brought her there. She was lying 
in the open air ; and without at all feeling the cold- 
ness of the night, she could freely see the stars 
shining in a broad and pure sky. To this enchanting 
sight soon succeeded the sensation of rapid, but 
smooth and agreeable motion. The sound of oars 
dipping into the water at short intervals made her 
understand that she was in a boat and crossing the 
lake. A gentle warmth filled all her members, and 
there was, in the placidity of the sleeping waters 
upon which the breeze rustled a multitude of aquatic 
plants, something dreamy which recalled the lagoons 
of Venice on a fine spring night. Consuelo raised 
her languid head, looked about her and saw the 
oarsmen rowing vigorously, one at either end of the 
boat. She sought the citadel with her eyes, and saw 
it already afar, dark as a mountain of stone in the 
transparent frame of air and water. She said to 
herself that she was saved ; but instantly she remem- 
bered her friends, and anxiously pronounced the 
name of Karl. " I am here ! Not a word, signora ; 
the most profound silence ! " replied Karl, who was 
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rowing in front of her. Consuelo thought that the 
other oarsman was Gottlieb ; and too weak to trouble 
herself longer, she allowed herself to fall back into 
her previous attitude. A hand drew about her the 
soft, warm cloak in which she had been wrapped, but 
she put it gently aside from her face, that she might 
gaze at the glittering arch which stretched limitless 
above her head. As she recovered her strength and 
the elasticity of her movements, paralyzed by a vio- 
lent nervous attack, she collected her thoughts, and 
the recollection of Mayer presented itself to her, gory 
and horrible. She made an effort to raise herself 
again, when she perceived that her head was leaning 
against the knees and her body supported by the arm 
of a third passenger whom she had not yet seen, or 
rather whom she had taken for a bale, so wrapped up, 
concealed and motionless was he, stretched out 
behind her upon the bottom of the boat. 

A profound terror took possession of Consuelo, 
when she recalled the imprudent confidence in Mayer 
which Karl had shown, and when she fancied it pos- 
sible that this wretch might be now beside her. The 
care which he seemed to take to conceal his face in- 
creased the fugitive's suspicions. She was filled with 
confusion at having reclined against the breast of this 
man, and almost reproached Providence for having 
allowed her to enjoy under his protection a few mo- 
ments of wholesome forgetfulness and ineffable com- 
fort. Happily the boat reached the shore at that mo- 
ment, and Consuelo hastened to rise, take Karl's hand, 
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and spring upon the beach ; but the shock of the 
boat striking the land caused her to totter and fall 
back into the arms of the mysterious individual. 
Then she saw him erect, and by the faint light of the 
stars she could distinguish that he wore a black mask 
upon his face. But he was a whole head taller than 
Mayer, and though he was wrapped in a long cloak, 
his outline revealed the elegance .of a slender and 
graceful figure. These circumstances completely re- 
assured the fugitive ; she accepted the arm which he 
offered her in silence, and walked with him some fifty 
paces upon the beach, followed by Karl and the other 
person, who had repeated to her by signs the injunc- 
tion not to speak a single word. The country was 
silent and deserted ; there was no longer any sign of 
alarm in the citadel. They found behind a thicket a 
carriage with four horses into which the unknown en- 
tered with Consuelo. Karl took his place upon the 
box. The third individual disappeared without Con- 
suelo observing it. She submitted to the silent and 
solemn haste of her liberators, and soon the carriage, 
which was excellent and luxuriously easy, rolled away 
into the night with the rapidity of lightning; The 
noise of the wheels and the galloping of the horses 
were hardly favourable to conversation. Consuelo felt 
greatly abashed and even a little frightened by her 
interview with the unknown. When, however, she 
saw that there was no longer any danger in breaking 
the silence, she thought it her duty to express to him 
her joy and gratitude; but she obtained no reply. 
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He had taken his place opposite to her, as a sign of 
respect ; he took her hand and pressed it in his own 
without saying a single word, and then sank back into 
the corner of the carriage, so that Consuelo, who had 
hoped to open a conversation, did not dare to persist 
in the face of this tacit refusal. She was eager to 
know to what generous and devoted friend she owed 
her safety, but she felt for him, without knowing him, 
an instinctive feeling of respect mingled with fear, and 
her imagination lent to this strange travelling compan- 
ion all the romantic qualities which the situation permit- 
ted. At last the idea came to her that he was a subordi- 
nate agent of the Invisibles, perhaps a faithful servant 
who feared to fail in the requirements of his position 
by speaking to her when alone with her at night. 

After two hours of rapid driving they stopped in 
the midst of a very thick wood ; the relay which they 
were to find there had not yet arrived. The unknown 
walked off a little distance to see whether it was com- 
ing, or to conceal his impatience and anxiety. Con- 
suelo also got out and walked about in a neighbouring 
path with Karl, whom she had a thousand questions to 
ask. 

" Thank God, signora, here you are alive ! " said 
that faithful squire. 

" And you yourself, dear Karl? " 

" As well as possible, since you are saved." 

"And Gottlieb, how is he? " 

"I presume that he is comfortable, — in his bed 
at Spandau." 
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" Good heavens ! has Gottlieb remained behind ? 
Then he will suffer for us ? " 

" He will suffer neither for himself nor for any one. 
When the alarm was given I hurried to join you at 
any cost, seeing that it was the moment to risk every- 
thing. I met Adjutant Nanteuil, that is, the recruiter 
Mayer, who was very pale " — 

"You met him, Karl? He was up; he could 
walk?" 

"Why not ?" 

" Was he not wounded? " 

" Ah, yes ! he told me that he had wounded him- 
self a little by falling upon a stack of arms in the 
dark. But I did not pay much attention to that, and 
asked him quickly where you were. He did not 
know ; he had lost his head. I even thought I per- 
ceived that he intended to betray us, for the alarm- 
bell which I had heard, and the tone of which I had 
distinctly recognized, is that which is connected with 
his room, and rings for his quarter. But he seemed 
to have changed his mind; for he knew well, the 
scoundrel, that there was a great deal of money to be 
made by securing your escape. He therefore aided 
me to avert the storm by saying to every one we met 
that it was that somnambulist Gottlieb who had again 
raised a false alarm. Indeed, as if Gottlieb had 
wished to prove him right, we found him asleep in a 
corner, in that singular sleep which often comes to 
him in broad daylight, wherever he may be, even 
upon the parapet of the esplanade. One would have 
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said that the excitement of the escape caused him to 
sleep standing, which is really a wonderful thing, un- 
less he incautiously drank at supper a drop or two of 
the beverage which I poured so generously for his 
dear parents. All that I know is, that they shut him 
up in the first room they came to, to keep him from 
walking about on the glacis, and that I considered it 
best to leave him there for the present. They cannot 
accuse him of anything, and my flight will be a suffi- 
cient explanation of yours. The Schwartzes were 
sleeping too well, for their part, to hear the bell, and 
no one will have gone to see whether your room was 
open or closed. The alarm will not be serious, there- 
fore, until to-morrow. Nanteuil helped me to quiet 
it, and I set out in search of you, pretending to re- 
turn to my quarters. I had the good fortune to find 
you a few steps from the door through which we were 
to pass in order to escape. The jailers in that quar- 
ter were all bribed. At first I was greatly frightened 
to find you almost dead. But dead or alive, I did 
not wish to leave you there. I carried you without 
hindrance to the boat, which -was waiting for us be- 
side the moat. And then — I had a somewhat un- 
pleasant little adventure which I will tell you another 
time, signora. You have had enough to agitate you 
to-day as it is, and what I should tell you might cause 
you a little emotion." 

" No, no, Karl, I wish to know all ; I am strong 
enough to hear everything." 

" Oh ! I know you, signora ! You will blame me. 



Digitized 



by Google 



362 THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT 

You have your own way of looking at things. I rec- 
ollect Roswald, when you prevented me " — 

" Karl, your refusal to speak would cruelly torment 
me. Speak, I implore you ! I wish it." 

" Well, signora, it is a trifling misfortune, after all ; 
and if there is any sin, it is nobody's affair but mine. 
As I was passing you into the boat under a low arch, 
very slowly, that I might not make too much noise 
with my oars, suddenly upon the end of a little wharf 
which lies there and half fills the arch, I was stopped 
by three men who seized me by the collar as they 
sprang into the boat. I must tell you that the person 
who is travelling with you in the carriage, and who 
was already one of us," added Karl, lowering his 
voice, " had been imprudent enough to give two-thirds 
of the sum agreed upon to Nanteuil on passing 
through the last postern. Nanteuil, thinking that he 
might well content himself with that and recover the 
rest by betraying us, had posted himself there with 
two rascals of his own kind to recapture you. He 
hoped to rid himself first of your protector and me, 
that no one could speak of the money which he had 
received. That, no doubt, is why these scoundrels set 
about murdering us. But your travelling companion, 
signora, peaceful as he looks, is a lion in combat. I 
swear to you that I shall remember it for many a day. 
In a twinkling he rid himself of one of the villains by 
throwing him into the water. The second, frightened, 
leaped back upon the wharf and kept at a distance to 
see what would be the termination of the struggle 
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which I was having with the adjutant. Upon my 
word, signora, I did not acquit myself with so much 
grace as his brilliant lordship — whose name I do not 
know. It lasted quite half a minute, which did not 
do me credit ; for this Nanteuil, who is usually as 
strong as a bull, seemed weak and unstrung, as if he 
had been afraid, or as if the wound of which he told 
me had given him anxiety. At last, feeling him lose 
his hold, I lifted him up and dipped his feet a little in 
the water. Then his lordship said to me, ' Do not 
kill him ; it is useless.' But I, who had perfectly rec- 
ognized him, and knew how well he swims, how per- 
sistent, cruel, and capable of anything he is, and who 
had, besides, some old scores to settle with him, — I 
could not refrain from giving him a blow on the head 
with my clenched fist, — a blow which will keep him 
from ever receiving or giving another, signora. May 
God grant peace to his soul and mercy to mine ! He 
sank in the water straight as a post, left a great circle 
on the surface, and did not reappear any more than if 
he had been of marble. The companion whom his 
lordship had sent out of the boat by the same way had 
dived, and was already beside the wharf, where his 
comrade, the most prudent of the three, was helping 
him to get ashore. This was not easy ; the rise is so 
abrupt at that place that one dragged down the other, 
and they both fell back into the water. While they 
were struggling, swearing at each other, and having a 
little swimming-match, I rowed away as fast as possi- 
ble, and soon reached the spot where a second oars- 
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man, an honest fisherman, had promised to come and 
help me pull across the lake. It was fortunate for 
me, signora, that I had practised the trade of a sailor 
on the ponds in the park at Roswald. I did not know 
when I took part in your presence in that fine rehear- 
sal, that I should some day have to fight a little less 
magnificent, but a somewhat more serious, naval battle 
in your defence. That came to my memory when I 
found myself in the open lake, and I suddenly began 
to laugh heartily — but it was a very disagreeable 
laugh. I did not make the slightest noise, at least I 
did not hear myself. My teeth chattered in my 
mouth, I felt as if I had an iron hand at my throat, 
and the sweat streamed from my brow as cold as ice. 
Ah ! I see that one cannot kill a man as calmly as a 
fly. Yet this was not the first, for I have been at the 
wars ; but that was in battle. Whereas, like that, in a 
corner, at night, behind a wall, without exchanging a 
word, — that /esembles a premeditated murder. Do 
you recollect, signora? But for you I should have 
done it. But I do not know whether I should not have 
repented of it afterwards. What is certain is, that I 
laughed a wicked laugh on the lake. And even now 
I cannot help it. He was so droll, sinking down 
straight into the moat, like a reed that one thrusts into 
the mud. And when I saw nothing but his head, 
which was just disappearing, — his head, flattened by 
my fist — heavens ! how ugly he was I He frightened 
me. I can see him still." 
Consuelo, fearing the effect upon poor Karl of this 
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terrible emotion, strove to overcome her own, that 
she might calm and divert his mind. Karl had been 
born gentle and patient as a true Bohemian serf. He 
was not fit for the tragic life into which fate had 
thrown him, and when he performed acts of energy 
and vengeance, he felt the horrors of remorse and the 
terrors of a devotee. Consuelo distracted him from 
his gloomy thoughts that she might, perhaps, escape 
from her own. She also had armed herself that night 
for murder. She also had struck and had drawn a 
few drops of the blood of this impure victim. An 
upright and pious soul could not conceive the idea 
and form the resolution of homicide without cursing 
and deploring circumstances which place honour and 
life under the safeguard of a dagger. Consuelo was 
heart-broken and crushed, and she could no longer 
say to herself that her freedom was worthy to be 
purchased at the price of blood, even that of a 
villain. 

" My poor Karl ! " said she, " we have done the office 
of butchers this evening ; it is frightful ! Console 
yourself with the idea that we neither resolved upon 
nor foresaw that to which we were driven by necessity. 
Tell me about this lord who laboured so generously for 
my escape. Do you not know him ? " 

" Not at all, signora ; I saw him to-night for the first 
time, and I do not know his name." 

"But where is he taking us, Karl? " 

" I do not know, signora ; I am forbidden to inquire ; 
and I am even charged, besides, to tell you that if on 
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the road you make the slightest attempt to know 
where you are or whither you are going, it will be 
necessary to abandon you on the way. It is certain 
that they mean only good to us ; I am therefore de- 
termined, for my own part, to allow myself to be led 
like a child." 

"Have you seen this gendeman's face?" 

" I saw it by the light of the lantern as I was plac- 
ing you in the boat. It is a handsome face, signora ; 
I have never seen a handsomer. One would fancy 
him a king. 11 

" Only that, Karl? Is he young? " 

"About thirty." 

"What language does he speak?" 

" Honest Bohemian, the true language of a Chris- 
tian. He only spoke four or five words to me. But 
what a pleasure it gave me to hear my own tongue — 
if it had not been such a bad time, — ' Do not kill 
him, it is useless ! ' Oh, he was mistaken, it was en- 
tirely necessary, was it not, signora? " 

" What did he say to you when you took this terri- 
ble course?" 

" I think that he did not even perceive it. He had 
thrown himself on the bottom of the boat where you 
were lying as if dead, and in the fear that you might 
receive a stray shot, was making for you a rampart of 
his body. And when we were in safety on the open 
lake, he raised you in his arms, wrapped you in a warm 
cloak which he had apparently brought for you, and 
supported you against his heart like a mother clasping 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 367 

her baby. Oh ! he seems to hold you very dear, sig- 
nora. It is impossible that you should not know 
him." 

" I know him, perhaps, but as I have not been able 
to succeed in seeing his face " — 

" It is singular that he should conceal himself from 
you. However, nothing that those people do should 
astonish us." 

"What people?" 

"Those who are called the Knights, the Black 
Masks, the Invisibles. I know no more about them 
than you do, signora, although for two months they 
have had me in leading-strings, and have been guiding 
me step by step to help and rescue you." 

The dull sound of horses galloping on the grass 
was heard. In two minutes the horses were changed, 
as well as the postilion, who did not belong to the 
government establishment, and who rapidly exchanged 
a few words apart with the unknown. The latter 
came and offered his hand to Consuelo, who reen- 
tered the carriage with him. He sat down on the 
back seat at as great a distance from her as possible ; 
but he did not break the solemn silence of the night 
except to make his watch strike two o ! clock. The 
day was still far from breaking, although they could 
hear the call of quail in the heather and the distant 
barking of watch-dogs. The night was magnificent ; 
the constellation of the Great Bear grew broader as 
it sank upon the horizon. The rumbling of the car- 
riage smothered the harmonious voices of the country, 
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and they turned their backs to the great northern 
stars. Consuelo understood that she was travelling 
toward jthe south. Karl, upon the box of the car- 
riage, was striving to drive away the spectre of Mayer, 
which he fancied he saw at every cross-road in the 
forest, at the foot of every shrine, or beneath the 
great firs in the woods. He therefore thought little 
of considering towards what regions his good or his 
evil star might be carrying him. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

Porporina, believing that it was a fixed resolve on 
the part of her companion not to speak a single word 
to her, thought that she could not do better than to 
respect the strange vow which he seemed to be keep- 
ing, after the fashion of a knight-errant of old. In 
order to escape from the gloomy pictures and mourn- 
ful reflections which KarPs story had suggested to her, 
she endeavoured to think only of the unknown future 
which was opening before her, and little by little she 
fell into a delightful revery. A few privileged natures 
alone have the gift of controlling their thoughts in 
the condition of contemplative idleness. Consuelo 
had often, and especially during the three months of 
solitude which she had just passed at Spandau, had 
occasion to exercise this faculty, which is, moreover, 
granted less often to the happy in this world than to 
those whose lives are a struggle with labour, persecu- 
tion and danger. For we must needs admit the 
providential mystery of " grace in accordance with 
our needs," without which the strength and serenity 
of certain unfortunates would appear impossible to 
those who have scarcely known misfortune. 

Our fugitive was, moreover, in a situation suffi- 
ciently strange to give reason for many a castle in 
the air. This mystery which enwrapped her as a 
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cloud, this fatality which drew her on in a fantastic 
world, this kind of paternal love which surrounded 
her with miracles, were enough to charm a young 
imagination, rich in poetry. She recalled these words 
of Scripture which she had set to music in the days 
of her captivity : — 

" For he shall give his angels charge over thee, to 
keep thee in all thy ways* They shall bear thee up " 
in their hands lest thou dash thy foot against a stone. 

"Yea, though I walk through the valley of the 
shadow of death I will fear no evil : for thou art with 
me." 

These words would henceforth have a clearer and 
more divine meaning for her. In an age when we no 
longer believe in the direct revelation and sensible 
manifestation of the Divinity, the protection and aid 
of Heaven are revealed under the form of assistance, 
affection and devotion on the part of our fellow-men. 
There is something so sweet in abandoning the care 
of our own destiny to those who love us, and in feeling 
one's self, so to speak, borne by another. It is so great 
a happiness that it would corrupt us quickly if we did 
not combat it ourselves, that we might not abuse it. 
It is the happiness of the child whose golden dreams 
upon his mother's breast are not disturbed by any of 
the anxieties of real life. 

These thoughts which came to Consuelo, like a 
dream, on her sudden and unexpected deliverance 
from so cruel a life, lulled her into a state of pure 
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happiness until sleep came to drown and confuse 
them in that kind of rest of body and soul which one 
might describe as annihilation felt and enjoyed. She 
had totally forgotten the presence of her silent travel- 
ling companion when she awoke close to him, with 
her head lying upon his shoulder. She thought at 
first that she would not disturb him; she had just 
dreamed that she was riding in a cart with her mother, 
and the arm which supported her seemed to be that 
of the Zingara. A more complete awakening caused 
her to feel the embarrassment arising from her inad- 
vertence, but the arm of the unknown seemed to have 
become a magic chain. She stealthily made vain 
efforts to free herself from it ; the unknown appeared 
to be sleeping himself, and to have mechanically 
received his companion in his arms when fatigue 
and the motion of the carriage had caused her to 
glide into them. But his sleep had not relaxed the 
strength of his intertwined fingers, and she would 
have had to awaken him completely by trying to 
unloosen them. Consuelo did not dare to do this. 
She hoped that he would set her at liberty of his own 
accord, without knowing it, and that she might be able 
to return to her place without appearing to have re- 
marked all the delicate circumstances of their situa- 
tion. 

But while waiting for the unknown to go more 
soundly asleep, Consuelo, who had been reassured by 
the calmness of his respiration and the immobility of 
his repose, went to sleep again herself, overcome by 
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the exhaustion which follows great excitement. When 
she awoke once more, her companion's head was 
leaning against her own, his mask had fallen off, their 
cheeks touched, their breath intermingled. She made 
a sudden movement to withdraw, without thinking of 
looking at the features of the unknown, which, more- 
over, would have been somewhat difficult, considering 
the darkness which reigned outside and still more in 
the carriage. The unknown drew Consuelo to his 
breast, the warmth of which magnetically fired her 
own, and deprived her of the strength and the desire 
to leave him. Still, there was nothing violent or brutal 
in the gentle but burning embrace of this man. Her 
chastity felt neither frightened nor sullied by his 
caresses; and Consuelo, as if a charm had been 
thrown over her, forgetting the reserve, — one might 
even say the virginal coldness, from which she had 
never been tempted to swerve, even in the arms of 
the fiery Anzoleto, — returned the passionate and 
thrilling kiss which the unknown sought upon her lips. 
As everything was strange and uncommon about 
this mysterious being, Consuelo's involuntary trans- 
port appeared neither to surprise, embolden nor 
intoxicate him. He pressed her once more slowly to 
his heart, and although it was with extraordinary 
force, she did not feel the pain which a violent pres- 
sure always causes to a delicate creature. Nor did 
she experience the terror and shame which so notable 
a forgetfulness of her accustomed modesty should have 
caused her after an instant's reflection. No thought 
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came to disturb the ineffable serenity of this instant 
of love, felt and shared as by a miracle. It was the 
first of her life. She had the instinctive consciousness, 
or rather the revelation of it ; and its charm was so 
complete, profound and divine that it seemed as 
though nothing could ever diminish it. The unknown 
appeared to her a being apart, something angelic, 
whose love sanctified her. He lightly passed the ends 
of his fingers, softer than the petals of a flower, over 
Consuelo's eyelids, and instantly she fell asleep again 
as if by enchantment. He remained awake this time, 
but calm in appearance, as if he had been invincible, 
as if the shafts of temptation could not penetrate his 
armour. He watched as he bore Consuelo towards 
unknown regions, like an archangel bearing beneath 
his wing a young seraph dazzled and consumed by the 
blaze of the Divinity. 

The breaking day and the cold of the morning at 
last aroused Consuelo from this species of lethargy. 
She found herself alone in the carriage, and wondered 
whether she had dreamed that she loved. She tried 
to lower one of the blinds, but they were all fastened 
by an outside bolt or by a spring, the action of which 
she did not know. She could receive air and see the 
white and green borders of the road running by in 
broken and confused lines, but she could perceive 
nothing of the country, and consequently could make 
no observation nor discovery concerning the direction 
in which they were travelling. There was something 
absolute and despotic in the protection extended over 
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her. It resembled an abduction, and she began to be 
frightened at it. 

The unknown having disappeared, the poor sinner 
felt at last all the anguish of shame, all the stupor 
of astonishment. There were not, perhaps, many 
"opera girls" — as they then called singers and 
dancers —who would have tormented themselves for 
a kiss given in the dark to a very discreet stranger, 
especially with the assurance given by Karl to Por- 
porina that he was a young man of admirable face 
and bearing. But this act of madness was so con- 
trary to the habits and ideas of the good, chaste Con- 
suelo, that she was deeply humiliated by it. She 
asked pardon for it of Albert's shade, and blushed to 
the bottom of her soul at having been unfaithful in 
her heart to his memory in so sudden a fashion and 
with so little reflection and dignity. " It must be," 
she thought, " that the tragic events of the evening 
and joy at my escape gave me an attack of delirium. 
Otherwise, how could I fancy that I felt love for a 
man who has not spoken a single word to me, whose 
name I do not know, and whose features I have not 
even seen? This resembles the most shameful adven- 
tures at masked balls, those ridiculous surprises of the 
senses of which Corilla accused herself in my pres- 
ence, and which I could not imagine possible in any 
other woman. What contempt this man must have 
conceived for me ! If he did not take advantage of 
my madness, it was because I am under the safeguard 
of his honour, or because an oath, no doubt, binds him 
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to more respectable duties, or else, even, because he 
justly despises me. Heaven grant that he may have 
comprehended or divined that it was on my part only 
an attack of fever, or a moment of delirium ! " 

It was in vain that Consuelo heaped all these re- 
proaches upon herself; she could not protect herself 
from a bitterness greater still than all the accusations 
of her conscience, — the regret for having lost this 
travelling companion whom she did not feel that she 
had the right or the power either to blame or to 
anathematize. He remained in her mind like a being 
endowed with a magical, perhaps a diabolical power, 
but certainly an irresistible one. She was afraid of 
him, and yet she did not wish to be so suddenly and 
forever separated from him. 

The horses were now walking, and Karl opened the 
blind. " If you would like to walk a little, signora, 
the chevalier urges you to do so. The hill is hard for 
the horses, and we are in the midst of a wood ; it 
seems that there is no danger." 

Consuelo placed her hand upon Karl's shoulder 
and sprang to the ground without giving him time to 
lower the steps. She hoped to see her travelling 
companion, her improvised lover. She did indeed 
see him, but at some thirty paces in advance of her, 
with his back consequently turned, and still wrapped 
in the large gray cloak which he appeared determined 
to wear by day as well as by night. His bearing and 
what little she could see of his hair and his boots 
revealed great distinction, and the elegance of a man 
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careful to enhance by a " gallant " toilet, as they used 
then to say, the advantages of his person. The hilt of 
his sword, reflecting the rays of the rising sun, glittered 
at his side like a star, and the fragrance of the powder 
which men of high fashion then chose with the utmost 
care, left behind him in the morning air the perfume 
of a well-bred man. 

" Alas ! " thought Consuelo, " perhaps he is some 
puppy, some spurious lord or some proud nobleman ! 
Whoever he may be, he turns his back upon me this 
morning; and he is quite right.' ' 

" Why do you call him the chevalier? " she asked 
of Karl, continuing her thought aloud. 

" Because I hear the postilion call him so." 

"Chevalier what?" 

"Simply chevalier. But why do you wish to 
know, signora? Since he wishes to remain unknown 
to you, it seems to me that he is doing you sufficiently 
great services at the risk of his life for you to have the 
kindness to remain easy in regard to that. As for me, 
I would willingly travel with him for ten years without 
asking him where he was taking me. He is so hand- 
some and brave, so good and gay." 

" So gay? That man is gay?" 

" Certainly. He is so happy at having saved you 
that he can talk of nothing else. He asks me a 
thousand questions about Spandau, you, Gottlieb, 
myself, and the King of Prussia. I tell him every- 
thing that I know ; everything that has happened to 
me, even the adventure at Roswald. It is so pleasant 
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to speak Bohemian, and to be listened to by a man of 
sense who understands one, instead of all those 
Prussian asses, who understand only their own vile 
language." 

"Then he is a Bohemian? " 

" I took the liberty of asking him that question, 
and he answered ' No ' simply, a little sharply, indeed. 
And I was wrong to question him, since it was his 
good pleasure only to make me answer him." 

" Is he always masked? " 

" Only when he is with you, signora. Oh ! he is a 
wag ; he no doubt wishes to puzzle you." 

KarFs cheerfulness and confidence did not wholly 
reassure Consuelo. She saw that he united great brav- 
ery and determination with an uprightness and simplic- 
ity of heart which might easily be deceived. Had he 
not believed in Mayer's honesty? Had he not urged 
her to enter that wretch's room ? And now he was sub- 
mitting himself blindly to an unknown in carrying off 
Consuelo and in exposing her to more refined and 
dangerous seductions. She recollected the note of 
the Invisibles : " A trap is being set for you, a new 
danger threatens you. Distrust whoever may urge 
you to fly before we have given you sure notice." 
No other note had come to confirm this one, and 
Consuelo, yielding to the joy of finding Karl once 
more, had thought that worthy servant sufficiently 
authorized to aid her. Was not the unknown a 
traitor? Where was he taking her so mysteriously? 
Consuelo did not know any friend of hers who 
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resembled the brilliant figure of the chevalier unless 
it were Frederick von Trenck. But Karl knew 
him perfectly, so that it was not he. Count Saint 
Germain was older, Cagliostro not so tall. After 
looking at the unknown from a distance in an 
endeavour to discover an old friend in him, Consuelo 
came to think that she had never seen any one walk 
with so much ease and grace. Albert alone was 
endowed with such majesty ; but his slow tread and 
his habitual dejection were incompatible with this 
appearance of strength, this chivalrous bearing which 
characterized the unknown. 

The wood grew thinner, and the horses began to 
trot to catch up with the travellers who had out- 
stripped them. The chevalier, without turning round, 
stretched out his arms and waved his handkerchief, 
whiter than snow. Karl understood this signal, and 
caused Consuelo to reenter the carriage, saying to 
her: — 

"By the way, signora, you will find in the large 
chests, under the seats, linen, gowns, and all that is 
necessary for breakfast and for dinner, if need be. 
There are books there also. Indeed, it seems that 
it is a hotel on wheels, and that you will not leave 
it for some time." 

" Karl," said Consuelo, " I beg you to ask this chev- 
alier whether I shall be free when we have passed the 
frontier, to thank him and to go where I please." 

" Oh ! signora, I should never dare to say so un- 
kind a thing to so amiable a man." 
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"Never mind, I insist. You will give me his 
answer at the next relay, since he will not speak to 
me." 

The reply of the unknown was that the traveller 
was perfectly free, and that her every wish would be a 
command; but that her own safety and the life of 
her guide, as well as KarFs, depended upon her not 
interfering with the plans which had been formed for 
her journey, or the choice of her place of refuge. 
Karl added, with an air of innocent reproach, that 
this distrust had appeared greatly to pain the cheva- 
lier, and that he had become sad and gloomy. She 
felt remorseful for this, and sent word to him that she 
placed her fate in the hands of the Invisibles. 

The day passed without any incident Shut up 
and hidden in the carriage like a state prisoner, Con- 
suelo could form no conjecture upon the direction of 
her journey. She changed her dress with the greatest 
satisfaction, for she had seen by daylight a few black 
drops of blood upon her gown, and they filled her 
with horror. She tried to read, but her mind was 
too busy. She adopted the course of sleeping as 
much as possible, hoping to forget by degrees the 
mortification of her last adventure. But when night 
was come and the unknown remained upon the box, 
she felt a still greater embarrassment. He had evi- 
dently forgotten nothing, and his respectful delicacy 
rendered Consuelo yet more ridiculous and guilty in 
her own eyes. At the same time she was pained at 
the discomfort and fatigue which he was enduring 
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upon this box. It was narrow for two persons, espe- 
cially for him, who appeared to be of such studied 
elegance, beside a soldier who was indeed very neatly 
dressed as a servant, but whose confidential and prosy 
conversation must weary him at last. Besides, he 
was exposed to the coldness of the night and 
deprived of sleep. So much courage, moreover, per- 
haps resembled presumption. Did he think himself 
irresistible? Did he think that Consuelo, having 
recovered from the surprise of her imagination, would 
not defend herself against his too paternal familiarity? 
The poor child said all this to herself, to console her 
humbled pride ; but the truth is that she desired to 
see him again, and above all feared his disdain or the 
triumph of an excess of virtue which should forever 
make them strangers to one another. 

About the middle of the night they stopped in the 
centre of a ravine. The weather was gloomy ; the 
sound of the leaves resembled that of running water. 

"Signora," said Karl, opening the door, "we have 
reached the most trying moment of our journey ; we 
have to pass the frontier. With boldness and money 
one may accomplish anything, they say. Still, it 
would not be prudent for you to make this attempt 
by the road and under the eye of the police. I, who 
am nobody, risk nothing. I shall drive the carriage 
at a walk, with a single horse, as though I were taking 
this new purchase to my master at some neighbouring 
country place. You will take a by-road with the 
chevalier, and you may have to pass over some rather 
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rough paths. Do you feel strong enough to go a 
league on foot, over a bad road ? " 

Upon Consuelo's replying in the affirmative, she 
found the chevalier's arm ready to receive her own. 
Karl added : — 

"If you arrive at the rendezvous before me, you 
will wait for me without fear, will you not, signora? " 

" I fear nothing," replied Consuelo, with a mixture 
of pride and tenderness towards the unknown, " since 
I am under the protection of this gentleman. But, 
my poor Karl," she added, " is there no danger for 
you?" 

Karl shrugged his shoulders as he kissed Consuelo's 
hand. Then he hastened to arrange the horse, and 
Consuelo immediately set out through the fields with 
her silent protector. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

The weather had grown more and more threaten- 
ing. The wind had risen steadily and our two fugi- 
tives had been walking with difficulty for half an hour, 
sometimes over rocky paths, sometimes through briars 
and long grass, when suddenly the rain began to fall 
with extraordinary violence. Consuelo had not yet 
spoken a word to her companion ; but seeing him anx- 
ious about her and seeking a shelter she said at last : — 

" Fear nothing for me, sir ; I am strong, and am 
only sorry to see you exposed to such fatigue and 
anxiety for a person who is nothing to you and who 
does not know how to thank you." 

The unknown made a gesture of delight on seeing 
an abandoned building, in a corner of which he suc- 
ceeded in sheltering his companion from the torrents 
of rain. The roof of this ruin had been removed, and 
the space sheltered by a recess in the masonry was so 
narrow that unless he placed himself close to Con- 
suelo, the unknown was obliged to stand in the rain. 
He nevertheless respected her situation to the point 
of withdrawing from her that he might relieve her of 
any fear. But Consuelo could not long bear to accept 
such a sacrifice. She called him, and seeing that he 
persisted, she left her shelter, saying to him in a tone 
which she endeavoured to render playful : — 
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"Your turn now, sir; I can well afford to get a 
little wet. You must take my place since you refuse 
to share it." 

The chevalier wished to take Consuelo back to 
this place, which formed the object of a rivalry in 
generosity, but she resisted. 

" No," said she, " I will not give way to you. I 
see that I offended you to-day by expressing the desire 
to leave you at the frontier. I must expiate my 
faults. I wish it might cost me a good cold." 

The chevalier yielded, and placed himself under 
shelter. Consuelo, feeling that she owed him an 
ample reparation, came and took her place at his 
side, although she was ashamed to appear, perhaps, 
to make advances to him ; but she preferred to seem 
bold rather than ungrateful, and she wished to resign 
herself to it, in expiation of her fault. The unknown 
understood her so well that he remained as far from 
her as was possible in a space two or three feet 
square. Leaning against the wall, he even turned 
away his head that he might not embarrass her nor 
show himself emboldened by her anxiety. Consuelo 
wondered that a man condemned to silence, and who 
condemned her to it up to a certain point, should guess 
so well what she felt and make himself so well under- 
stood. Every moment increased her esteem for him ; 
and this singular esteem caused her heart to beat 
so violently that she could hardly breathe in an at- 
mosphere heated by the respiration of this incom- 
prehensibly sympathetic man. 
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At the end of a quarter of an hour the rain ceased 
sufficiently to permit the two travellers to resume their 
way; but the soaked paths had become almost im- 
passable for a woman. For a few moments the chev- 
alier, with his inexpressive bearing, suffered Consuelo 
to slip about and cling to him that she might not fall 
at every step. But suddenly, tired of seeing her 
fatigue herself, he took her in his arms and carried 
her like a child, although she reproached him for it ; 
but these reproaches did not go the length of resist- 
ance. Consuelo felt fascinated and mastered. She 
passed through the wind and storm borne by this 
sombre knight who resembled a spirit of the night, 
and who traversed ravines and quagmires with as 
rapid and certain a step as if he had been of air. In 
this way they reached the ford of a little river. The 
unknown plunged into the water, raising Consuelo in 
his arms as it grew deeper. 

Unfortunately, this heavy and sudden shower had 
swollen the brook, which had become a torrent, and 
which flowed turbid and foam- covered, with a low 
and gloomy murmur. The water rose to the cheva- 
lier's waist ; and in the effort which he made to sup- 
port Consuelo above the surface, there was danger 
that his feet, fast in the mud, might lose their hold. 
Consuelo was afraid for him. 

" Let me go," she said ; " I know how to swim. 
In Heaven's name, let me go ! The water is rising ; 
you will be drowned ! " 

At that moment a furious blast overset one of the 
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trees upon the bank towards which our travellers were 
struggling; this brought on the fall of enormous 
masses of earth and stones, which seemed for an in- 
stant to oppose a natural dam to the force of the 
current. The tree had fortunately fallen upstream, 
and the unknown was beginning to breathe again, when 
the water, forcing a passage through the obstacles 
which held it back, flowed down in a current of such 
strength that it became almost impossible for him to 
struggle longer. He stopped, and Consuelo endeav- 
oured to escape from his arms. 

" Let me go ! " said she ; "I do not wish to be 
the cause of your destruction. I, too, have strength 
and courage ! Let me strive with you ! " 

But the chevalier pressed her against his heart 
with new energy. One would have said that he 
meant to perish with her. She was afraid of this 
black mask, of this silent man, who, like the water- 
spirits of the old German ballads, seemed to wish to 
draw her down into the abyss. She no longer dared 
to resist. For more than a quarter of an hour longer 
the unknown strove against the fury of wind and wave 
with a really frightful coolness and obstinacy, still 
supporting Consuelo above the water, and gaining a 
foot of ground in five or six minutes. He examined 
his situation calmly. It was as difficult for him to re- 
cede as to advance ; he had passed the deepest part, 
and he felt that in the movement which he would be 
obliged to make to turn about, the water might carry 
him off his feet. At last he reached the bank and 
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continued his way without allowing Consuelo to walk 
and without taking breath, until he heard the whistle 
of Karl, who was anxiously waiting for them. Then 
he laid his precious burden in the deserter's arms and 
fell fainting on the sand. His breath came only in 
dull groans ; one would have said that his breast was 
about to burst. 

"O God, Karl! he will die!" said Consuelo, 
throwing herself upon the chevalier. " See ! it is the 
death-rattle ! Let us take off this mask which is 
stifling him. ,, 

Karl was about to obey, but the unknown, painfully 
raising his icy hand, stopped that of the deserter. 

" He is right," said Karl. " My oath, signora ! I 
swore to him that if he were dying before your eyes, 
I would not remove his mask. Run to the carriage, 
signora, and fetch me my brandy-flask, which is on 
the box. A few drops will revive him." 

Consuelo was about to rise, but the chevalier re- 
strained her. If he was to die, he wished to die at 
her feet. 

" He is right again," said Karl, who, in spite of his 
rough exterior, understood the mysteries of love (he 
too had loved) . " You will care for him better than 
I ; I will go for the flask. Listen, signora," said he 
in a low voice ; " I think that if you love him a little, 
and would have the charity to tell him so, he would 
not allow himself to die. Without that, I will not 
answer for it." 

Karl went away smiling. He did not fully share 
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Consuelo's fright : he saw that the chevalier's suffoca- 
tion was already decreasing. But Consuelo, terrified, 
and thinking that she was witnessing the last moments 
of this generous man, clasped him in her arms and 
covered with kisses the upper part of his broad brow, 
the only portion of his face which the mask left 
uncovered. 

"O God ! " said she, " take this off; I will not look 
at you ; I will go away. At least you could breathe." 

The unknown took both Consuelo's hands and 
placed them against his heaving breast, as much to 
feel their gentle heat as to deprive her of all desire to 
succour him by uncovering his face. At that moment 
the young girl's whole soul was in that chaste embrace. 
She recollected what Karl had said to her with a half 
jesting, half sympathetic expression. 

" Do not die ! " she said to the unknown ; " oh, do 
not allow yourself to die 1 Do you not feel that I love 
you?" 

She had no sooner said these words than she fancied 
she had spoken them in a dream. But they had 
escaped from her lips as if in spite of her. The 
chevalier had heard them. He made an effort to 
rise, fell upon his knees and embraced those of Con- 
suelo, who burst into tears without knowing why. 

Karl returned with his flask. The chevalier refused 
this favourite specific of the deserter, and, leaning upon 
him, made his way to the carriage, where Consuelo sat 
down beside him. She was very anxious for the cold 
which he must feel because of his wet garments. 
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" Fear nothing, signora," said Karl ; " the cheva- 
lier has not had time to grow cold. I will wrap him 
in my cloak, which I was careful to place in the car- 
riage when I saw the rain coming ; for I suspected 
that one of you would get wet. When one is wrapped 
in dry and thick garments over his wet ones, he can 
preserve his heat for a considerable time. It is as if 
he were in a warm bath, and it is not unwholesome." 

" But do you, Karl, do the same," said Consuelo ; 
" take my mantle, since you got wet for our sake." 

" Oh ! my skin is thicker than yours," said Karl. 
" Wrap the chevalier in the mantle also. Bundle him 
up well; and though I have to founder this poor 
horse, I will get you to the relay without falling asleep 
on the way." 

For an hour Consuelo held the unknown in her 
arms, and her head, which he had drawn upon his 
breast, brought back to it the warmth of life better 
than all Karl's prescriptions. She would sometimes 
feel his brow, and warm it with her breath, that the 
perspiration with which it was covered might not grow 
cold. When the carriage stopped, he pressed her 
against his breast with a strength which proved that he 
was in the full possession of life and happiness. Then 
he hastily went down the steps and disappeared. 

Consuelo found herself beneath a sort of shed, face 
to face with an old man, half servant and half peasant, 
who carried a dark lantern, and who led her by a 
path bordered with hedges past a house of modest 
appearance to a pavilion, the door of which he 
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closed behind her, after causing her to enter it without 
him. Seeing a second door open she went into a 
little apartment, very neat and very simple, composed of 
two rooms, — a bedroom well warmed with a good bed 
all prepared, and another chamber lighted with candles 
and provided with a comfortable supper. She was 
grieved to observe that there was only one place at the 
table ; and when Karl came to bring her parcels and to 
offer his services at table, she did not dare to say to 
him that the only thing which she desired was the 
company of her protector at supper. 

" Go to your own supper and to bed, my good 
Karl," said she ; " I shall need nothing. You must 
be more tired than I." 

" I am no more tired than if I had just been saying 
my prayers in the chimney nook with my poor wife, to 
whom God send peace ! Oh, how fervently I kissed 
the earth when once I found myself outside of Prussia ! 
though, to tell the truth, I do not know whether we are 
in Saxony, Bohemia, Poland, or China, as we used to 
say at Roswald." 

" And how is it possible, Karl, that, travelling on 
the box of the carriage, you have not recognized 
a single one of the places through which we passed ? " 

" Because I have, apparently, never been over this 
road, signora, and because I cannot read what is 
written on the walls and sign-posts ; besides, we have 
not stopped in any town or village, and have always 
taken our relays in some wood or in the court-yard of 
some private house. Finally, there is a fourth reason, 
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which is, that I gave the chevalier my word of honour 
not to tell you, signora." 

" You should have begun with that reason, Karl ; 
I should not have made any objections. But tell me, 
dees the chevalier seem ill ? " 

" Not at all, signora ; he is going about the house, 
where he does not appear to have much to do, to tell 
the truth, for I have not seen a face but that of an 
old gardener, who has little to say for himself." 

"Then go and offer him your services, Karl. 
Hasten ; leave me." 

"What is the use? He has refused them, com- 
manding me to take care only of you." 

" Well, take care of yourself, my friend, and dream 
pleasant dreams about your liberty." 

Consuelo went to bed at the first light of dawn, 
and when she had risen and dressed herself, her watch 
indicated that it was two o'clock. The day seemed 
bright and clear. She endeavoured to open the blinds, 
but in both rooms she found them closed by a secret 
spring, like those of the post-chaise in which she had 
travelled. She tried to get out, but the doors were 
bolted on the outside. She came back to the window, 
and made out the first rows of a modest orchard. 
Nothing indicated the neighbourhood of a town or 
a much-travelled road. The silence was absolute in 
the house ; without, it was broken only by the buz- 
zing of insects, the cooing of pigeons upon the roof, 
and from time to time by the plaintive creak of a 
wheelbarrow in paths which her eye could not reach. 
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She listened mechanically to these sounds, which were 
pleasant to her ear, so long deprived of the echoes of 
rustic life. Consuelo was still a prisoner, and all the 
care which they took to conceal her situation from 
her did indeed give her a little anxiety. But she had 
resigned herself for some time longer to a captivity 
which appeared so far from severe, and the love of 
the chevalier did not inspire her with the same horror 
as that of Mayer. 

Although the faithful Karl had begged her to ring 
as soon as she had risen, she did not wish to disturb 
him, thinking that he needed a longer rest than she. 
She especially feared to awaken her other travelling 
companion, whose fatigue must be excessive. She 
went into the room next her bed-chamber, and in 
place of the supper of the night before, which had 
been removed without her perceiving it, she found 
the table covered with books and the materials neces- 
sary for writing. 

The books had little attraction for her; she was 
too greatly agitated to use them, and as in the midst 
of her perplexities she found an irresistible pleasure 
in recalling the events of the previous night, she 
made no effort to divert herself from them. By 
degrees the idea came to her of continuing her jour- 
nal, since she was still in solitary confinement, and 
she wrote, as an introduction, this page upon a loose 
leaf: — 

"Dear Beppo: It is for you alone that I shall 
resume the narrative of my strange adventures. Ac- 



Digitized 



by Google 



392 THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 

customed to speak to you with the frankness inspired 
by similarity of ages and harmony of ideas, I can 
intrust to you emotions which my other friends 
might not understand, and which they would no 
doubt judge more severely than you. This beginning 
will cause you to guess that I do not feel free from 
blame ; I am to blame in my own eyes, although I 
am thus far ignorant of the extent and consequences 
of it. 

"Joseph, before telling you how I escaped from 
Spandau (which, in truth, appears to me almost noth- 
ing in comparison with what now concerns me), I 
must tell you — how shall I say it? I do not know 
myself. Is it all a dream? Yet I feel that my head 
is burning and my heart is throbbing as if it wished 
to burst from me, and lose itself in another heart. 
Well, I will tell you simply, — for it is all in this 
word, my dear friend, my good comrade, — I love ! 

" I love a man whom I do not know, whose face I 
have not seen, and whose voice I have not heard. 
You will say that I am mad, and you will be right ; is 
not love a serious madness? Listen, Joseph, do not 
question my happiness, which surpasses all the illu- 
sions of my first love in Venice, — a happiness so in- 
toxicating that it prevents my feeling the shame of 
having so quickly and madly accepted it, — the fear of 
having badly placed my affection, and that of not being 
loved in return. Oh ! I am loved, I feel it so well ! 
Be sure that I am not mistaken, and that this time 
I love truly, dare I say, madly? Why not? Love 
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comes to us from God. It is not in our power to 
light it in our breasts, as we would light a torch at an 
altar. All my efforts to love Albert (whose name I 
cannot now write without trembling) did not succeed 
in igniting that ardent and sacred flame ; since I lost 
him, I have loved his memory more than I loved his 
person. Who knows how I might love him if he were 
restored tome?" 

Consuelo had hardly written these last words when 
she blotted them out, not sufficiently for them to be 
quite illegible, but enough to save her the terror of 
having had them in her mind. She was highly ex- 
cited ; and the truth of her inspiration of love re- 
vealed itself, in spite of herself, in her inmost being. 
It was in vain that she wished to continue to write, in 
order the better to explain to herself the mystery of 
her own heart. She could find nothing to say to 
express the delicate shade of meaning save those 
terrible words, " Who knows how I might love Albert 
if he were restored to me?" 

Consuelo could not lie ; she had thought she truly 
loved the memory of a dead man ; but she felt life 
overflowing in her breast, and a real passion annihilat- 
ing one that was imaginary. 

She endeavoured to read over what she had written, 
to escape from this confusion of mind. On re-reading 
it she found nothing but chaos; and despairing of 
being able to recover sufficient calmness to explain 
herself, and feeling that this effort gave her a fever, 
she crushed the sheet in her hands and threw it on 



Digitized 



by Google 



394 THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 

the table, until she should be able to burn it. Trem- 
bling like a guilty being, and with her face on fire, she 
walked about in great agitation, unable longer to com- 
prehend anything except that she loved, and that she 
could no longer doubt it. 

There was a knock at her bedroom door, and she 
went to admit Karl. His face was heated, his eye 
wandering, and his jaw a little heavy. She thought 
him ill from fatigue, but she soon understood by his 
answers that he had done a little too much honour to 
the wine or beer of their entertainer on arriving that 
morning. It was poor Karl's only fault. A certain 
dose made him confident to excess; a still heavier 
dose might make him terrible. Happily, he had gone 
no farther than that which produced cordiality and 
benevolence, and a trace of it remained, even though 
he had slept all day. He was enthusiastic about the 
chevalier, and would talk of nothing else. The 
chevalier was so good, so kind, so little proud with 
poor folk ! He had made Karl sit down opposite to 
him, instead of allowing him to wait at table, and had 
obliged him to share his meal, and had given him the 
best wine, drinking with him at every glass, and keep- 
ing pace with him like a true Slav. 

" What a pity that he is only an Italian," said Karl. 
"He deserves to be a Bohemian; he can drink as 
much as I." 

"That is not saying much, perhaps," said Consuelo, 
little pleased at the great facility with which the 
chevalier drank with servants. 
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But instantly she reproached herself for considering 
Karl inferior to herself or friends. Besides, it was no 
doubt to hear herself talked about that the chevalier 
had sought the society of this devoted attendant. 
KarPs conversation soon showed her that she was not 
mistaken. 

" Oh ! signora," he added naively, " this worthy 
young man loves you like a madman ; he would com- 
mit crimes for you, even meannesses." 

" I can well spare him that," replied Consuelo, who 
disliked these expressions, although, no doubt, Karl 
did not understand their force. " Can you explain to 
me," she said, to change the subject, " why I am so 
carefully shut up here ? " 

" Oh ! if I knew that, signora^ I would cut out my 
tongue rather than tell it to you ; for I gave my word 
of honour to the chevalier not to reply to any of your 
questions." 

"Thank you, Karl. Then you like the chevalier 
much better than me ? " 

" Oh, no indeed ! I did not mean that ; but 
since he has proved to me that it is for your interest, 
I must serve you in spite of yourself." 

u How did he prove that to you? " 

" I do not know, but I am thoroughly convinced of 
it. And besides, he charged me to keep you shut up, 
a prisoner, in solitary confinement, in a word, until 
we shall have arrived." 

" Then we do not remain here? " 

« We set out again at nightfall. We will travel no 
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more by day, that we may not fatigue you, and for 
other reasons which I do not know." 

"And you are to be my jailer all this time? " 

u Exactly, signora ; I have sworn it on the Gos- 
pels." 

"Come, the chevalier is facetious. Well, I will 
accept the situation, Karl ; I would rather have to do 
with you than with Herr Schwartz." 

" And I will take care of you a little better," re- 
plied Karl, laughing good-naturedly. " To begin with, 
I will order your dinner, signora." 

" I am not hungry, Karl." 

" Oh, that is not possible ! You must dine, and 
dine well, signora; those are my orders, as Master 
Schwartz used to say." 

" If you imitate him in every respect, you will not 
compel me to eat. He was very glad to make me 
pay on the morrow for the dinner of the day be- 
fore, which he had conscientiously kept for me." 

" That was business. With me it is different. The 
business part is the chevalier's concern. He is not 
stingy, for one ; he throws money right and left. He 
must be immensely rich, or his patrimony will not last 
long." 

Consuelo sent for a candle and went back to the 
next room to burn what she had written. But she 
sought for it in vain; it was impossible to find it. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

A few minutes later Karl returned with a letter, 
the handwriting of which was strange to Consuelo 
and the contents of which were substantially as fol- 
lows : — 

" I leave you, never again to see you, perhaps. I 
give up three days which I might have spent with 
you, — three days which I may never find again in my 
whole life. I give them up voluntarily. It is my 
duty. Some day you will appreciate the sacredness 
of my sacrifice. 

" Yes, I love you — I love you madly ! Yet I know 
you scarcely better than you know me. Therefore, 
feel no gratitude for what I have done for you. I 
have been obeying superior orders, fulfilling the 
duties of my office. Count nothing but the love 
which I have for you, and which I can prove to you 
only by leaving you. That love is as strong as it is 
respectful. It will be as lasting as it has been sudden 
and impetuous. I have scarcely seen your features, I 
know nothing of your life ; but I feel that my heart 
belongs to you, and that I can never recover it. 
Were your past as sullied as your brow is pure, you 
would be none the less dear to me and worthy of my 
respect. I leave you with my heart full of pride, joy 
and bitterness. You love me ! How can I endure 
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the idea of losing you, if the terrible will which must 
dispose of you and of me condemns me to it ? I do 
not know. At this moment I cannot be unhappy, in 
spite of my dread ; I am too much intoxicated by 
your love and my own to suffer. Though I have to 
seek you in vain all my life, I shall not regret having 
met you, and having tasted in a kiss from you a 
happiness which will leave me eternal regrets. Nor 
can I lose the hope of finding you some day ; and 
were it only for an instant, though I never have any 
witness of your love other than that kiss, so chastely 
given and returned, I shall still think myself a hun- 
dred times happier than before I knew you. 

"And now, saintly child, poor troubled soul, do you 
too remember without shame or terror those short and 
divine moments during which you felt my love pass 
into your heart. As you said, love comes to us from 
God, and it is not in our power to extinguish or light 
it in spite of Him. Were I unworthy of you, the 
sudden inspiration which forced you to reply to my 
embrace would not be the less heavenly. But the 
Providence which protects you was not willing that 
the treasure of your affection should fall into the mire 
of a cold and selfish heart. If I were ungrateful, it 
would be on your part only a noble instinct gone 
astray, a holy inspiration lost. I adore you, and what- 
ever I may be in other respects, you were not mis- 
taken in believing yourself loved. You have not 
been profaned by the beating of my heart, the sup- 
port of my arm or the breath of my lips. Our mu- 
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tual confidence, our blind faith, our irresistible attrac- 
tion has raised us in an instant to the sublime self- 
surrender which is sanctified by a long passion. Why 
should we regret it? I know that there is something 
frightful in this fatality which has driven us towards 
each other. But it is the hand of God, do you not 
see? We cannot mistake it. I take this terrible 
secret away with me. Keep it, confide it to no one. 
Beppo would not understand it, perhaps. Whoever 
this friend may be, I alone can respect you in your 
madness and revere you in your weakness, because 
that weakness and madness are my own. Farewell ! 
It is, perhaps, an eternal farewell. And yet I am 
free, according to the judgment of the world, and it 
seems to me that you are so likewise. I can love no 
one but you, and I see clearly that you love no one else. 
But our fate is not in our own hands. I am bound 
by eternal vows, and so will you soon be, no doubt ; 
at least, you are in the power of the Invisibles, and it 
is a power from which there is no appeal. Farewell, 
then; my breast is torn, but God will give me 
strength to accomplish this sacrifice, and still more 
painful ones, if such there be. Farewell, farewell ! 
O God, have pity on me ! " 

This letter, which was not signed, was in a laboured 
or disguised handwriting. 

" Karl 1 " cried Consuelo, pale and trembling, " was 
it the chevalier who gave you this ? " 

"Yes, signora." 

"And he wrote it himself ? " 
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"Yes, signora, and not without difficulty. His 
right hand is wounded." 

"Wounded, Karl? Seriously?" 

" Perhaps. The wound is deep, although he seems 
to think little of it." 

" But how did he hurt himself thus? " 

" Last night as we were changing horses before we 
reached the frontier, the wheel-horse wished to start 
before the postilion was mounted. You were alone 
in the carriage ; the postilion and I were five or six 
paces off. The chevalier held the horse with the 
strength of a demon and the courage of a lion, for it 
was a terrible animal." 

" Oh ! yes, I felt violent shocks. But you told me 
it was nothing. " 

" I did not see that the chevalier had torn his hand 
on a buckle of the harness." 

" Again for me ! And tell me, Karl, has the chev- 
alier left this house? " 

" Not yet, signora, but they are saddling his horse, 
and I have just packed his portmanteau. He says 
that you have nothing to fear now, and the person who 
is to replace him with you has already arrived. I 
hope that we shall soon see him again, for I should be 
very sorry if it should be otherwise. Still, he will 
promise nothing, and to all my questions he replies 
— 'Perhaps!'" 

"Karll where is the chevalier?" 

"I do not know. His room is in this direction. 
Would you like me to tell him for you " — 
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Tell him nothing ; I will write. No — tell him 
that I wish to thank him — to see him a moment, 
only to press his hand. Go, make haste 1 I am afraid 
that he may already have gone." 

Karl went out, and Consuelo immediately repented 
of having intrusted him with this message. She said 
to herself that if the chevalier had never remained 
near her during this journey save in a case of abso- 
lute necessity, it was no doubt only because he was 
pledged to this by the strange and terrible Invisibles. 
She resolved to write to him; but hardly had she 
written and erased a few words, when a slight noise 
caused her to raise her eyes. Then she saw move a 
panel of the wood-work which formed a secret door 
between the chamber in which she had been writing 
and a neighbouring room, doubtless that occupied by 
the chevalier. The wood-work, however, only opened 
sufficiently to give passage to a gloved hand which 
seemed to call Consuelo's. She sprang forward and 
seized this hand, saying, "The other hand, the 
wounded one ! " 

The unknown shrank behind the panel so that she 
could not see him. He stretched out to her his right 
hand, which Consuelo seized, and hastily unwrapping 
the bandage, she saw the wound, which was, in fact, 
a deep one. She pressed her lips to it and wrapped 
it in her handkerchief; then drawing from her breast 
the little filigree crucifix which she guarded supersti- 
tiously, she placed it in this beautiful hand, the white- 
ness of which was enhanced by the purple blood. 



Digitized 



by Google 



403 THE COUNTESS RUDOLSTADT. 

" Here/' said she, " this is the most precious thing 
that I possess in the world ; it is my mother's legacy, 
my talisman, which has never been separated from me. 
I have never loved any one sufficiently to intrust him 
with this treasure. Keep it until I find you again." 

The unknown drew Consuelo's hand behind the 
wood- work which concealed him, and covered it with 
tears and kisses. Then, hearing the tread of Karl, 
who was coming to his room to perform his errand, 
he pushed it back and hastily closed the panel. 
Consuelo heard the sound of a bolt. She listened in 
vain, hoping to hear the sound of his voice. But he 
spoke low or had moved away. 

Karl came back to Consuelo a few minutes later. 

"He is gone, signora," said he sadly; "gone 
without being willing to say farewell to you, and after 
filling my pockets with I know not how many ducats, 
which he said I was to employ for the unforeseen 
needs of the journey, for the regular expenses are at 
the charge of those — at the charge of God or the 
devil, no matter which 1 There is a little man in 
black there, who never opens his mouth but to give 
an order in a clear and sharp tone, and who does not 
please me the least in the world ; it is he who takes 
the chevalier's place, and I shall have the honour of 
his company upon the box, which does not promise 
a very lively conversation. Poor chevalier 1 Heaven 
grant that he be restored to us ! " 

" But are we obliged to accompany this little man 
in black?" 
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" Absolutely obliged, signora. The chevalier made 
me swear that I would obey him as himself. Come, 
signora, here is your dinner. You must not despise 
it, it looks good. We set out at night, to stop only 
when it may please God — or the devil, as I just 
said." 

Consuelo, cast down and dismayed, was no longer 
listening to Karl's chatter. She was not anxious 
about her journey and her new guide. Everything 
became indifferent to her from the moment her dear 
unknown abandoned her. Afflicted with a profound 
sadness, she endeavoured mechanically to please Karl 
by tasting some of the dishes. But as she felt more 
like crying than eating, she asked for a cup of coffee, 
to give herself at least a little strength and physical 
courage. The coffee was brought to her. 

"See, signora," said Karl, "the little gentleman 
insisted on preparing it himself, that it might be 
excellent. He looks to me quite like an old valet or 
butler, and after all, he is not so bad as he looks ; I 
fancy that at bottom he is good-natured, although he 
does not like to talk. He gave me some brandy at 
least a hundred years old, the best I ever drank. If 
you would like to try a little it would be better for 
you than this coffee, however nutritious it may be" — 

" My good Karl, go and drink as much of it as you 
like, and let me alone," said Consuelo, swallowing her 
coffee, to the quality of which she paid little attention. 

She had scarcely risen from the table when she 
felt overwhelmed by an extraordinary heaviness. 
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When Karl came to tell her that the post-chaise was 
ready, he found her dozing upon her chair. 

4t Give me your arm," said she, " I cannot stand. 
I fancy that I must have a fever." 

She was so overcome that it was only indistinctly 
that she could see the carriage, her new guide, and 
the porter of the house, who would accept nothing 
from Karl. As soon as they started she went sound 
asleep. The carriage had been arranged and fitted 
with cushions like a bed. From that moment Con- 
suelo was no longer conscious of anything. She did 
not know how long her journey lasted ; she did not 
observe whether it was night or day, whether she 
stopped or travelled uninterruptedly. She saw Karl 
at the door once or twice, and could understand 
neither his questions nor his fright. It seemed to 
her that the little man felt her pulse, and caused her 
to drink a refreshing draught, saying, — 

" It is nothing ; she is doing very well." 

Still she felt a vague discomfort, an insurmountable 
prostration. Her heavy eyelids could not give pas- 
sage to her glance, and her mind was not clear 
enough to comprehend the objects which met her 
sight. The more she slept, the more she desired to 
sleep. She did not even think of asking whether she 
were ill, and she could only answer Karl by the last 
words which she had spoken to him, " Let me alone, 
good Karl." 

At last she felt a little freer in mind and body, and 
looking about her understood that she was lying in an 
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excellent bed, between four large, white curtains, gold 
fringed. The little man of her journey, wearing a 
black mask like the chevalier, was making her inhale 
from a phial, which seemed to disperse the clouds in 
her mind, and to cause the brightness of day to 
replace the mists in which she was wrapped. 

"Are you a physician, sir? " she said at last, with 
a little effort. 

" Yes, countess, I have that honour," he replied in 
a voice which did not seem wholly unfamiliar to 
her. 

"Have I been ill?" 

"Only a little indisposed. You must feel much 
better?" 

" I feel very well, and thank you for your care.'* 

" I present my respects, and will not appear again 
before your ladyship unless you send for me on 
account of illness." 

" Have I reached the end of my journey? " 

" Yes, madam." 

"Am I free or a prisoner?" 

"You are free, countess, in all the enclosure re- 
served for your dwelling." 

"I understand; I am in a vast and beautiful 
prison," said Consuelo, looking at her large, bright 
room, hung in white and gold, and decorated with 
magnificently carved and gilded wood-work. " Can I 
see Karl?" 

" I do not know, madam ; I am not master here. 
I will leave you ; you no longer need my services, and 
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I am forbidden to indulge In the pleasure of convers- 
ing with you." 

The man in black went out, and Consuelo, still 
weak and indifferent, strove to rise. The only gar- 
ment which she found within reach was a long gown 
of some white woollen stuff, of a marvellously soft 
texture, very like the tunic of a Roman lady. She 
took it, and there fell from it a note in which was 
written in letters of gold : " This is the spotless gown 
of the neophytes. If your soul is sullied, this noble 
adornment of innocence will be for you the burning 
tunic of Dejanira." 

Consuelo, accustomed to the peace of her con- 
science (perhaps even too profound a peace), smiled 
and put on the beautiful gown with innocent pleasure. 
She picked up the note to read it again, and thought 
it childishly emphatic. Then she went toward a 
rich dressing-table of white marble which supported 
a large mirror surrounded by gilded scroll-work in 
exquisite taste. But her attention was attracted by 
an inscription placed in the ornament which sur- 
mounted this mirror : " If your soul is as pure as my 
crystal, you will see yourself eternally young and 
beautiful ; but if vice has tarnished your heart, dread 
lest you see in me a strict reflection of your moral 
ugliness." 

"I have never been either beautiful or wicked," 
thought Consuelo, " so this mirror will be untruthful 
in either case." 

She looked at herself in it without fear, and did 
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not find herself ugly. This handsome, flowing gown, 
and her long, streaming black hair, which was unbound, 
gave her the appearance of a priestess of antiquity ; 
but her extreme paleness struck her. Her eyes were 
less clear and brilliant than usual. " Have I lost my 
looks," she thought, " or does the mirror accuse me ? " 

She opened a drawer in the dressing-table, and 
found in it, with all the elegance of a luxurious re- 
finement, various articles accompanied by devices and 
sentences simple and at the same time pedantic. A 
jar of rouge had these words graven on the cover : 
" Fashion and falsehood ! Paint cannot restore to the 
cheek the freshness of innocence, nor efface the 
ravages of dissipation." Exquisite perfumes had this 
device upon the bottles: "A soul without faith, an 
unruly tongue, are like open phials, the precious 
essence in which is wasted or corrupted." Finally, 
there were white ribbons with these words woven in 
gold in the silk : " Sacred fillets for a pure brow ; for 
a head loaded with infamy, bonds, the punishment of 
slaves." 

Consuelo twisted up her hair and fastened it calmly 
after the antique fashion with these fillets. Then she 
curiously examined the enchanted palace to which her 
romantic destiny had brought her. She walked through 
the different rooms in her rich and extensive apart- 
ment, which consisted of a library, a music-room 
filled with numerous scores and precious manuscripts, 
an exquisite boudoir, a little gallery decorated with 
superb pictures and charming sculptures. It was a 
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lodging worthy of a queen in point of richness, of an 
artist in point of taste, and of a nun in point of 
chastity. Consuelo, astounded by this sumptuous and 
delicate hospitality, waited to examine in detail and 
with a calmer mind all the symbols concealed in 
the choice of books, objects of art and pictures which 
decorated this sanctuary. The curiosity to know in 
what part of the world this marvellous residence was 
situated caused her to abandon the interior for the 
exterior. She approached a window, but before rais- 
ing the taffeta curtain which hung before it, she read 
upon it still another sentence : " If the thought of 
evil is in your heart, you are not worthy to contem- 
plate the divine spectacle of nature. If virtue abides 
in your heart, look, and bless the God who opens 
for you the entrance to the earthly paradise." She 
hastened to open the window, to see whether the 
aspect of the landscape would fulfil the arrogant 
promise of the inscription. It was, indeed, an earthly 
paradise, and Consuelo thought that she was dreaming. 
This garden, planted in the English fashion, a very 
rare thing at that period, but ornamented in its details 
with German refinement, presented smiling perspec- 
tives, magnificent shades, trees, fresh lawns, the free 
development of a natural landscape, together with the 
exquisite neatness, the abundance of beautiful flowers, 
the fine sand and the crystal waters which characterize 
a garden kept up with intelligence and love. Above 
these handsome trees, the high barriers of a narrow 
valley sprinkled or rather carpeted with flowers, and 
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intersected by limpid and graceful brooks, rose a 
sublime horizon of blue mountains of varied form, and 
with imposing peaks. The country was unknown to 
Consuelo. As far as her sight could reach she found 
no indication which revealed a particular spot in 
Germany, where there are so many beautiful situations 
and noble mountains. Only, the more advanced 
vegetation and the climate, which was warmer than 
in Prussia, proved that she had come some distance 
towards the south. " O my good canon, where are 
you?" thought Consuelo, as she looked at the clumps 
of white violets, the hedges of rose-trees, and the 
ground strewn with narcissus, hyacinths and violets. 
" O Frederick of Prussia, Heaven bless you for teach- 
ing me by long privations and cruel loneliness to 
enjoy as I ought the delights of such a refuge ! And 
you, all-powerful Invisibles, keep me eternally in this 
sweet captivity; I consent with all my heart, — es- 
pecially if the chevalier " — Consuelo did not com- 
plete the formulation of her wish. Since she had 
come out of her lethargy, she had not thought of the 
unknown. This burning memory awoke in her, and 
caused her to reflect on the sense of the threatening 
words inscribed on all the walls and furnishings of the 
magic palace, and even on the ornaments with which 
she had innocently bedecked herself. 

END OF VOLUME L 
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